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2 THIRD PART OP 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

London. The Parliament-House. 

JDrtmu, SomeSoldiersof York' 8 party break tn. Then ^ enter 
the Duke qf Yokk, Edward, Richard, Norfolk^ Momta&us, 
Warwick, and Others^ toith white Roses in their Hats. 

fTar, I wonder how the king escap'd our hands. 

York. While we pursued the horsemen of the north , 
He slily stole away, and left his men : 
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland , 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat , 
Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself. 
Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford , alla-breast, 
Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking in. 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Edw. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buckingham, 
Is either slain , or wounded dangerous 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 
That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

[Shotmng his bloody Sword. 

Mont. And, brother, here's the earl of Wiltshire's blood, 

[7b York, showing his. 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 

Rich. Speak thou for me , and tell them what I did. 

[Thrtywing down the Duke o/Sombrsrt's Head. 

York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my sons. — 
But, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset? 

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt ! 

Rich. Thus do I hope to shake king Henry's head. 

War. And so do I. — Victorious prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne , 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vew by heaven these ^es shall never close : 
This is the palace of the fearful king , 
And this the regal seat: possess it, York; 
Vor this is thine, and not king Hemry's hehrs*. 
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York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, uidlwiO; 
For hither we have broken in b j force. 

Norf. We 11 all assist yon : he , that flies , shall die. 

York. Thanks » gentle Norfolk. — Stay b j me , my lords: -* 
And , soldiers , stay, and lodge by me this n^;bt. 

^ar. And , when the Jdng comes , offer him no yiolence , 
Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. ITkey retire^ 

York. The queen this day here holds her parliament , 
But little thinks we shall be of her council. 
By words or blows here let us win our right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are , let 's stay within this house. 

fTar. The bloody parliament shall this be call'd , 
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king, 
And bashful Henry depos'd , whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not , my lords; be resolute, 
I mean to take possession of my right. 

^ar. Neither the king, nor he that lores him best , 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster , ^ 

Dares stir a wing , if Warwick shake his bells. 
Ill plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares. — 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English crown. 

[WARWICK leads York to the Throne ^ who seals him- 
self. 

Flourish, ^nfer AtVig* Hem RT, Clifford, NoRTHUMBKRLAKn, 
Wkstmoruako, Exbtkr, and Others, with rsd Roses in 
their Bats. 

R. Hen. My lords , look where the sturdy rebel sits , 
Even in the chair of state! belike, he' means, 
Back'd by the power of Warwick, that filse peer , 
To aspire unto the croWn , and reign as king. — 
Bni of Northumberland, he slew thy father; — 
And thine , lord Clifford , and you both have Tow'd revenge 
On him , his sons, his favourites , and his fHends. 

North. If I be not, heavens be reveng'd on me! 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford momm in steel. 
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4 tHlRD PART oy 

Weft. What ! $ball w? sofler thia? kt '« ^liiek Urn d»w9 : 
My heart for anger bums, I oanoot brook it. 

K,Hm, BepatieAt, geode earl of Westttioteknd. 

Cl\f, PatieDce is (br poltroons , suehashe: 
He durst not sit diere had your fadier fi/d. 
My gracious lord , here in the padiament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast tirou spoken, eousin: be it so. 

K.Hen, Ah! know you not, the city favours them , 
And they have troops of s^diers at (heir bedc? 

Exe. But when the duke is slain , they '11 quickly fly. 

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry's heart , 
To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats. 
Shall be the war that Henry n^eans to use. 

[They advance to tlw Duke. 
Thou factious duke of York , 'descend my throne, 
And kneal for grace and mercy at my feet 
I am thy sovereign. 

York. I am thine. 

Exe, For shame! comedown: he made thee duke ef York. 

York. *T was my inheritance , ^s the earldom was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

JFar. Exeter , thou art a traitor to the crown : 
In folloiniig this usurping Heivy . 

€Hf. Whom should he foHow, but his natiml king? 

fFar. True, Cliflford; that is Richard, duke of York. 

K. Hen* And^ball I stand , and thou sit in n^ throne? 

York. It must and shall be so> G)Btent thyself. 

fFar. Be dul^ of Lancaster: let him be king. ^ 

fFest. He is bQth king and duke of Lancaster ; 
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall mdntaiji. 

ff^ar» And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget, 
That we are those whiob.ckas'4 you from 4he field , 
And slew your fathers, and with coIquhh spread 
March'd ibrough the icity ta Hie palaoe gates. 
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toN© henut VI. a 

North. Tes, Warwidt, I remember it to my f^ef; 
And , by bis soul , thou and tby boase sball me it. 

^e*t. Plantagenet, oftbee, and tbese tby sons, 
Tby kinsmen, and tby friends, 1 11 bare more lives, 
Tban drops of blood were in my fotber's veins. 

Cl\f. Urge it no more; lest tbat instead of words 
I send tbee, Warwick, sueb a messenger, 
As sball revenge bis deatb before I stir. 

fFar, Poor CMfford ! bow I scorn bis wortbless tbreats. 

York. Will you, we sbow our title to tlte crown? 
If not , our swords sball plead it in the field. 

K. Hen. Wbat title bast thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy Dither was, as thou art, duke of York; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March. 
I am the sen of Henry the fifth , 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop , 
And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

fFar. Talk not of France , sidi thou bast lost it all. 

K. Hen. The lord protector lost it , and not I : 
When I was crown'd , I was but nine mondis old. 

Rich. Ton are old enough now, and yet , melbinks , you lose . 
Father , tear the crown from the usurper's head. 

Edw. ^eet father, do so: set it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother , \T& Tobk .} as thou knr'st and boaour'st 
arms,* ^ 

Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will fly* 

York* Sons, peace! 

K.Hen, Peace tbo«, and give king Eenry leave to speak. 

War. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear him, lords; 
And be you silent and attentive too , 
Fte be , tbat interrupts him , shall not Uve. 

R.Hen. Think'st^u, tbat I will leave my kfng^ throne. 
Wherein my grandsire, aoA my foxier, sat? 
No: first shaB war unpeople tbis my realm; 
Ay, and their colours-^ often borne in France; 
And now in England, to our heart's great sorrow^'— 

5 
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6 THIRD PART ^F 

Shall be my winding sheet. — Why faint yon, lords? 
My title 's good, and better far than his. 

War. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

K. Hen, Henry the fourth by conquest got the crown. 

York, *T was by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen, I know not what to say : my title 's weak. 
Tell me , may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then? 

R.Hen, An if he may, then am I lawM king ; 
(For Richard , in the view of many lords , 
Resigned the crown to Henry the fourth. 
Whose heir my father was , and I am his, 

York, He rose against him , being his soyereign , 
And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

IFar, Suppose, my lords, he did itunconstrain'd, 
Think you , 't were prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe, No; for he could not so resign his crown, 
But that the next iieir should succeed and reign. 

K.Hen, Art thou against us, duke of Exeter? 

Exe, His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

York, Why whisper you , my lords, and answer not? 

Exe, My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

R,Hen, AH will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

N0rth, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'st, 
Think not, that Henry shall be so depos'd. 

War, ifepos'd he shall be in despite of all» 

^orth. Thou art deceived : 't is not thy southern power , 
Of Essex,' Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
Whidi makes thee thus presumptuous and proud , 
Can set the duke up in despite of me. 

Clif, King Henry, be thy title right or wrong. 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence i 
May that ground gape , and swallow me alive , 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my fether ! 

K, Hen. Clifford , how thy words revive my heart! 

York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy erown« 
What mutter you, or what con^ire you, lords? 
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KINe HSNRT VI. 7 

War, Bo rif^t onto this princely doke of York 9 
Or I vill fill the house with armed men, 
And, o'er the chair of state, where now he sits. 
Write 19 his title with usurping hlood. 

[He stamps , and the Soldiers show themselves* 

R, Hen. My lord of Warwick , hear' but one word. 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York. Gonfirm the crown tome, and to mine heirs , 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st. 

K. Hen. I am content : Richard Plantagenet , 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your son? 

JFar. What good is this to England, and himself? 

JFest. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 

Clif. How hast thou injur'd both thyself and us ! 

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North. Nor I. 

Cl{f. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news. 

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate king. 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides^ 1 

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York , 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed! 

Clif. In dreadful war may'st thou be overcome , 
Orliyeinpeace, abandon'd, anddespis'd! 

[j^d^etm^NoRTHUMBERLANB, CLIFFORD, and 
Wbstmorbladd. 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 

Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will not yidd. 

K.Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why should you sigh, my lord? 

K.Hen. Not for myself , lord Warwick, but my son, 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 
But be it as it may, I here entail 
The <70wn to thee , and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live. 
To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 
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And neitlier by treason , nor bostility , 
To seek to put me down , and reign thyself. 

York. This oath I viDingly take, and wifl perform. 

[Coming from the Thfona. 
War. Long liTe lung. Henry! — Plantagenet, embrace him. 
R.Uen. And long live thou , and these thy forward sons f 
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconciled. 
Exe* Accur^dbehe, that seeks to make them foes! 

[Sennet. The Lord* comejortuard^ 
York. Farewell, my gracious lord: I '11 to my castle. 
War. And I 'II keep London with my soldiers. 
Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers. 
Mont, And I unto the sea from whence I came. 

[Exeunty^OKKy and his Sons , Warwick, Norfolk, 
BfoNTAGDE, Soldiers f cmd Attendants. 
JC.Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court. . 

Enter Queen Maroaret and the Prince <{/ Waies. 

^ Exe. Here comes the queen, whose k>oks bewray her anger! ' 
1 11 stoal away. 

R.Hen. Exeter, soiHUL [Gotng^ 

Q.Mar. Utift go not from me; IwiDlbllow^tee. 

R, Hen. Be patient , gentle queen , and I will sti^. 

Q. Mar* Who can be patient in snob extremes? 
Ah, wretohedman! WMildlhaddiedamaid, 
And never seen thee i sever b«me thee son , 
Seeing thou hast pror'd w umMtoial a fiither * 
Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus? 
Hadst thoii bm lor'd him hiOf so well as I , 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once , 
Or nourished him , as I did with my blood , 
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there , 
Rather than have madv that savage duke tMM heir. 
And disinherited thine oniy son» 

Prince. Father, yoif cannot ^sinherft me.* 
Ifyoubeking, why should not I succeed? 

8 



d by Google 



KINS HENllt YL 9 

JIT. if«n. Pardon me , Hargtret ; — pardoo me , sweet mmt: ^ 
Tbe earl of Warwick, and the duke, enforo'd me. 

Q.Mar. Enforc'dtliee! art thou kla^, andwHtbefbre'd? 
I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretdi! 
Thoa hast midone thyself , thy son, and me. 
And given mito the house of York such head , 
As thou Shalt reign but by their sufferance* 
To entail him and his heirs unto the erown, 
What is it , but to make thy sepulchre , ^ 
And creep intoit fiif before thy time? 
Warwick is chancellor, and the lord pf Calais ; 
Stem Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 
And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds 
The trembling lamb , environed with wolves. 
Had I been there , which am a silly woman , 
The soldiers should have toss*d me on their pikes. 
Before I would have granted to that act ; 
But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour : 
And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself. 
Both from thy table, Henry, abdthybed. 
Until that act of parliament be repealed , 
Whereby my son- is disinherited. 
The nordiern lords, ^t have forsworn thy colours. 
Win follow mine, ifonce they see them spread; 
And spread they shaS be « to fby foul disgraee , 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 
Thus do I leave ^e.«-^ Come, son, let's away: 
Our army is ready; eome, we '11 after them. 

R.Hm, Stay, gentle irfargaret, and bear me speak. 

Q, Mar, Thou hasi spoke too nirach already : get thee gone. 

K,Hm. Gende son Edward, ihou wilt itay with me? 

Q.Mar, Ay, to be murdei'd by his enendes. 

Prinee. YHken I returtt wWt victory from tlM field, 
1 11 see your grace; tillthen^ I '1 fallow her. 

Q.Att^i €«»ake,^i>; aWayl wemaynetKogerthus. 

[EMmmiQuemMJLtL^j^Mr, mmdthmPrinee. 

9 
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10 THIRD PART OF 

R<,Hm. Poor queen! how love to me » and to her son, 
Hath made her break oot into terms of rage. 
Rereng'd may she be on that hatefol dnke , 
Whose hanghty spirit, winged with desire , 
Will cost my crown, and liice an empty eagle 
Tire on the flesh of me , and of my son ! 
The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 
I '11 write- nnto them , and entreat them fair. -^ 
Come, consin; yon shall be the messenger. 

Exe. And I, I hope » shall reconcile them all. [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 
A Room in Sandal Castle , near Wakefield. 
Enter Edward , Richard , mid Mohtagub. 
Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave. 
Edw, No; I can better play the orator. 
Mont, But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

York. Why, how now, sons and brother! at a strife? 
What is your quarrel? how began it first? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York. About what? 

Rich. About that which concerns your grace, and us; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy? not till king Henry be dead. 

Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe , 
It will outrun yon, father, in the end. 

York. I topk an oath that he should quietly reign. 

Edw. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 
I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich. No; God forbid, yourgrace should be forsworn. 

York. I shall be, ifl claim by open war. 

Rich. I '11 prove the contrary , ifyon '11 hear me speak. 

York., Thou canst not » son: it is impossible. 

10 
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Rick. An oath b of no moment, being not took 
Before a trae and lawM magistrate , 
That hath authority oyer him that swears: 
Henry had none , bnt did nsnrp the place ; 
Then , seeing 't was he that made you to depose , 
Tour oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore, toarmsf And, father, do but think, 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown , 
Within whose circuit is Elysium , 
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 
"Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest , 
Until the white rose, that I wear, be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 

York. Richard, enough: I will be king, or die. — 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. — 
Thou, Richard, shalttothednke ofI<fbrfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. — 
You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham , 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise : 
In them I trust ; for they are soldiers , 
Witty, courteous, liberal, fall of spirit. — 
While you are thus employed , what resteth more , 
But that I seek occasion how to rise , 
And yet the king not privy to my drift , 
Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger, 

But, stay. — What news? Why com'st thou in such post? 

Bfess. The queen ^ with all the northern earls and lords , 
Intend here to besiege you in your castle. 
She is hard by with twenty thousand men , 
And therefore fortify your hold , my lord. 

York. Ay, with my sword. What! think'st thou, that we 
fear them? — 
Edward and Richard , you shall stay with me : 
lly brother Montague shall post to London. 

11 
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Let noble WanHek, Cobham, aodtlieresl, 
Whom we have left protectors of the Idag, 
With powerful policy strengthen thenselves» 
And trost not ^mple Heniy , nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I go; 1 11 win them, liMritQOt: 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [£ml» 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh HI oXtimbr. 

York.^ Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles, 
Tou are come to Sandal in a ha[^y hour ; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege vs. 

Sir John. She shall not need , wcT '11 meet her in the fidd. 

York. What, with fiye thousand men? 

Kick. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman 's general ; what sliould we fear? [JJHarehqfaroff. 

Eduf. I hear their drums: let's set our men in order , 
And issue forth , and bid tliem battle straight. 

York. Five men to twenty ! — though the odds be great , 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
Many a battle have I won in France p 
When as (he enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why should I not now have the Uke success? Idlarum. Exeunt* 

SCENE lU. 
Plahis near Sandal Castle. 
Alarunu: Exeurtioru. Enter 'Rvtlaihd y and hie Tutor. 
Rut. Ah! whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands 7 
Ah, tutor! lo<^, vdiere bloody ClMbrdeoBie^. 

Enter CfiiVFORD , and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away: thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke , 
Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

CUf. Soldiers, away with him. ^ 

Tut. Ah, Clifford! murder not this innocent chfld^ 

n 
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Lest thou be hated both of God end man. 

[JMt, forced aff ky Soldkrt. 

Clif. Hownow! is he dead already? Or, iskfeir, 
That makes him dose his eyes? — 1 11 open yiem« 

Rut, So lodes the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles imder his devouring paws : 
And so he walks y insidtiiigoV his prey, 
And so he comes to rend his Mmbs asunder. — 
Ah, gentle Clifford ! kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel threatening look. 
Sweet Clifford ! hear me speak before I die : 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath ; 
Be thou rereng'd on men , and let me lire. 

Clff. Inyainthouspeak'st, poor boy: my Dither's blood 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thf words should enter. 

But. Then let my father's blood q>en it again : 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif, Hadlthybre&renhere, their lives, and thine , 
Were not revenge sufficient for me. 
No ; if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves , 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains , 
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to tonnent my soul ; 
And till I root out their accursed line , 
And leave not one alive , I live in hell. 
Therefore -^ 

Rut. 0! let me pray before I take my death. "-^ 
To thee I pray: s^vireet Clifford , pity me! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 

Rut. I never did thee harm : viiiy wilt thou slay me? 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But 't was ere 1 wis born* 

Ihou haist one son , for his sake pity me, 
Lest, in revenge thereof, sithGodisjust, 
Me be as uuserably ^in as I. 
Ah! let me live in prison all my days, 
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And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die , for now thon hast no cause. 

Cl\f. No canse? 
Thy father slew my father: therefore, die. [Clifvoro t£a6f Ai^ 

Rut. ' Diifacianty laudit tumma Ht Uta turn ! [Diet. 

Cl\f, Plantagenet! I come, Plantagenet! 
And this thy son's hlood cleaving to my blade , 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood 
Gongeal'd with this do make me wipe off both. lExU. 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. 
Alarum. Enter York. 
York. The army of the queen hath got the field : 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back , and fly like ships before the wind , 
Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons — God knows , what hath bechanced them , 
*But this I know , — they have demean'd themselves 
Like men bom to renown by life or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me , 
Andthrice cried, — ''Courage, fadier! fig^titout:" 
And foil as oft came Edward to my side , 
With purple falchion , painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encountered him : 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire , 
Richard cried, — ''Charge! and give no foot of ground!*^ 
And cried , — "A crown , or else a glorious tomb ! 
A sceptre , or an earthly sepulchre ! ** 
With this, we charged again ; but, out alas I 
We bodg'd again : as I have seen a swan 
With bootless lab'our swim against the tide , 
And spend her strength with over-matdiing waves* 

[A short Atarum wUhin, 
Ah, hark! the flital followers do pursue , 

14 



d by Google 



KING HEWKT TI 15 

Andlamfiiint, and cannot fly tiidrfory; 
▲nd, were I strong , I woidd not shun their ftiry. 
The sands are nnmber'd , that make up my life ; 
Here must I stay , and here my life must end. 

Ertter Queen Wlr&jlret , Clifford, Northumberland , and 

Soldiers, 

Come , bloody Clifibrd , — rough Northumberland , — 
I dare your quenchless fury to more rage. 
I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

Clif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm 
With downright payment showed unto my CoLther. 
Now Phaeton hadi tumbled from his car , 
▲nd made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York, My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all ; 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven , 
Scorning whatever you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not? — what ! multitudes , and fear? 

Clif* So cowards fight when they can fly no farther ; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives. 
Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 

York, 0, Clifford! but bethink thee once again. 
And in thy thought o'er-run my former time; 
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face. 
And bite thy tongue , that slanders him with cowardice , 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Clif, I will not bandy with thee word for word , 
But buckle with thee blows , twice two for one. 

Q,Mar, Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand causes 
I would prolong awhile the traitor's life. — 
Wrath makes him deaf : speak thou, Northumberland. 

North, Hdd, Clifford! do not honour him so mueh 
To prick thy finger , though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin , 
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For one to thrust his hand between his teeth , 
When he might apnm him with his foot away 7 
It is war's prize to take all rantages , 
And tan to one is no impeach of yaloor. 

[They lay hands on York , who HrtAggletm 

Clif. Ay, ay; so strives the woodcock with the gin. 

North. So doth the coney stmg^e in the net. 

[ToRK U taken prisoner, 

York, So triumph thieres upon their conquered booty ; 
So true men yield, with robbers so o'er^match'd. 

North. What would your grace ha?e done unto him now? . 

Q, Mar. Braye warriors , Clifford and Northumberland , 
Come, make him stand upon this molehill here , 
That raught at mountains with outstretched arms , 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. — 
What! was it you, that would be England's king? 
Was't you that reyell'd in our parliament , 
And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now? 
The wanton Edward , and the lusty George? 
Ajid where 's that valiant crook-4>ack prodigy , 
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice , * 

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 
Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland? 
Look, York: I stain'd this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point 
Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 
And , if thine eyes can water for his death , ' 
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly, 
I should lament thy miserable state. 
Ipr'ythee, grieve to make me merry, Yorict 
What , hath thy fiery heartso parch'd thine entrails t 
That not a tear can flill for Rutland's death? 
Why art thou patient man? thou should'st be mad ; 
Audi, to make thee mad, do siock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 

1« 
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nioa wonld'st be fee'd , I see, to make me sport : 
York camiot speak, miless he wear a crown. — 
A crown for York! — and, lords, bow low to him, <*- 
Hold yon his hands , whilst I do set it on. -r- 

[Putting a paper Crown on bis Head, 
Ay, marrj. Sir, now looks he like a king. 
Aj , this is he that took king Henry's chair ; 
And this is he was his adopted heir. — 
Bat how is it , that great Plantagenet 
Iscrown'dsosoon, and broke his solemn oath? 
As I bethink me , yoq should not be king , 
Till our king Henry had shook hands with death. 
And will yon pale your head in Henry's glory , 
And rob his temples of the diadem , 
Now in his life , against your holy oath? 
0! 'tisa£iulttoo, too unpardonable. — 
Offwith the crown; and, with the crown , his head! 
And whilst we breathe take time to do him dead. 

Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake. 

Q.Mar, Nay, stay; let 's hear the orisons he makes. 

York. She-wolf of France , but worse than wolves of France | 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth , 
How iUrbeseeming is it in thy sex , 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates? 
Bntthatthy&cels, visor-^ike, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds , 
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
To tell thee whence thou cam'st , of whom deriv'd , 
Were shame enough to shame thee , wert thou not shameless* 
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples , 
OfboththeSicils, an Jerusalem, 
Tet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen; 
Unless the adage must be verified , 
That beggars mounted run their horse to de«th. 
IT, ^ 
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'T is beauty thai doth oft make women proud ; 

But, God he knows, thy share thereof is smaU. 

T is virtue that doth make them most admir'd; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at. 

'T is government that makes them seem divine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as opposite to every good , 

As the Antipodes are unto us , 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

0, tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 

How could'st thou drain the life-blood of the child , 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal , 

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

Bid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy wish : 

"Would'st have me weep ? why , now thou hast thy wiH . -^ 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers , 

And , when the rage allays , the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies , 

And every drop cries vengeance for his death , 

'Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, felse Frenchwoman. 

North, Beshrewme, but his passions move me so. 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York, That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch'd , would not have stdn'd with blood ; 
But you are more inhuman , more inexorable , 
O! ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthless queen , a hapless father's tears: 
This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin , and go boast of this ; 
And if thou tell'st the heavy story right , 
Upon my soul , the hearers will shed tears ; 
Tea, even my foes will shed fast^falling tears , 
And say, — "Alas ! it was a piteous deed." — 
There, take the crown, and with the crown my curse , 
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And in thy need such comfort come to thee. 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford , take me ftom the world ; 
Hy soul to heayen , my blood upon your heads I 

North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 
I should not , for my life , but weep with him , 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q,Mar. What! weeping-ripe, my lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all , 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Cl\f. Here 's for my oath ; here 's for my father's death. 

[Stabbing himm 

Q. Mar. And here 's to right our gentie-hearted king. 

[Stabbing him, 

York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 
My soul flies through these wounds to seek out thee. [Dies. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head , and set it on York gates : 
So York may overlook the town of York. [Flourish. Exeunt. 

ACT 11. SCENE 1. 

A Plain near Mortimer's Cross in Herefordshire. 

A March. Enter Edward, and Richard, with their Power. 

Edw. I wonder, how our princely father 'scap'd ; 
Of whether he be 'scap'd away , or no , 
From Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit. 
Had he been ta'en , we should have heard the news ; 
Had he been slain, we should hate heard the news ; 
Orhadhescap'd, methinks, we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. — 
How fives my brother? why is he so sad? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resol/d 
Where our right valiant ftther is become. 
I saw him in the battle range about , 
And watch'd him how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methou^y he bore him in the thickest troop , 
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As doth a lion in a herd of neat i 
Or as a bear, encompassed round with dogs; 
Who having pinch'd a few , and made them crj , 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far'd our father with his enemies ; 
So fled his enemies my warlike father i 
Methinks , 't is prize enough to be his son. 
See , how the morning opes her golden gates , 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun : 
How well resembles it the prime of youth , 
Trimm'd like a younker, prancing to his love! 

Edio, Dazzle mine eyes , or do I see three suns 7 

Rich. Three glorious suns, each on'e a perfect sun , 
Not separated with the racking clouds , 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shiningsky. 
Sec, see! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 
As it they vow'd some league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp , one light , one sun ! 
In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edw. 'T is wondrous strange ; the like yet never beard of. 
I think, it cites us, brother, to the field, 
That we , the sons of brave Plantagenet , 
Each one already blazing by our meeds , 
Shoidd, notwitfasbinding, join our lights together, 
And over-shine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatever it bodes , henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

Rich, Nay, bear three daughters : by your leave I speak It ; 
Tou love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger, 

But what art thou , whose heavy looks foretel 
Some dreadftil story hanging on thy tongue? 

Mess. Ah ! one that was a wofiil looker on , - 
"When as the noble duke of York was slain , 
Tour princely fother , and my loving lord* 

Edw, O! speak no more, for I have heard too muck 
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Rich. Say, how he died, for I wffl hear it all. 

Mess. EnrirOned he was with many foes ; 
And stood against them , as the hope of Troy 
Agunst the Greeks , that woald have enterM Troy. 
Bat Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 
And many strokes , though with a little axe , 
Hew down, and fell the hardestr-timber^d oak. 
By many hands yonr father was sabdn'd ; 
Bat only slaughtered by the irefal arm 
Of nnrelentiug Clifford, and the qaeen, 
Who crown'd the gracious duke in high despite ; 
Laugh'd in his face ; and , when with grief he wept , 
The ruthless queen gave him , to dry Ms cheeks , 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And , after many scorns , many foul taunts , 
They took his head , and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain , 
The saddest spectacle that e'er I vieVd. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York ! our prop to lean upon , 
Now thou art gone, we h^e no staff, no stay. 
OGifford! boisterous Clifford ! thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 
And treacherously hast thou vanquished him , 
For hand to hand he would have vanquished thee. 
Now , my soul's palace is become a.prison : 
Ah! would she break from hence, that this my body 
Mic^t in the ground be closed up in rest , 
For never henceforth shall I joy again ; 
Never, O! never, shall I see more joy. 

Rich, I cannot weep , for all my body's moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart ; 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden , 
For sel^^ame wind, that I should speak withal, 
Is kindliqg coals that fire lill my breast , 
And bum me up with flames that tears would qUench. 
To weep is to nrake less the depth of grief. 

21 
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Tears, then, for babes; blows, andreyeoge, ^orme! — 
Richard, I bear thy name ; I'llyengethydeath, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw, His name that valiant duke hath left with thee ; 
His dokedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich, Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird , 
Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 
For chair and dukedom , throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March. Enter Warwick and 'SHomrxevu, with their Army, 

War, How now, £adr lords! What fore? what news abroad? 

Rich, Great lord of Warwick, ifwe should recount 
Our baleful news , and at each word's deliverance , 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told , 
The words would add more anguish than the wounds. 

, valiant lord! the duke of York is slain. 

Edw, 0, Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Wnbich held thee dearly as his soul's redemption , 
Is by the stem lord Clifford done to death, 

War, Ten days ago I drown'd these news in tears ; 
And now, to add more measure to your woes , 
I come to tell you things sith then befallen. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought , 
Wnbere your brave iather breath'd his latest gasp , 
Tidings , as swiftly as the posts could run , 
Were brought me of your loss , and his depart. 

1, then in London, keeper of the king, 

M uster'd my soldiers , gathered flocks of friends , 

March'd towards Saint Alban's to intercept the queen. 

Bearing the kii^ in my behalf along ; 

For by my scouts I was advertised , 

That she was coming with a frill intent 

To dash our late decree in parliament. 

Touching king Henry's oath , and your succession* , , 

Short tale to make , — we at Saint Albaki's met ; 

OurbatQesjoin'd, and both sides fiercely fought; 
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Bat, idiether't wag die coldness of the king, 
Who look'd foil gently on his warlike queen , 
That robb'd my sokMeis of their heated spleen , 
Or whether 't was report of her snecess , 
Or more than eonmion fear of Clifford's rigour, 
Who thunders to his captfves blood and death , 
I cannot judge; but, to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went : 
Our soldiers' — like the night^wl's lazy flight , 
Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail , — 
Fell gently down , as if they struck their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause , 
With promise of high pay, and great rewards , 
But an in vain ; they had no heart to fight , 
And we in them no hope to win the day ; 
So that we fled: the king unto the queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself, 
In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you ; 
For in the marches here , we heard, you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edw. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came Geo^e from Burgundy to England? 

ff^ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the soldiers ; 
And for your brother , he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt , duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Rich, T was odds , belike , when yaliant Warwick fled : 
Oft have I heard his^raises in pursuit , 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 

fTar, Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear; 
For thou Shalt know , this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head , 
And wring the awAil sceptre from his fist, 
WereheasfomoQS, and as bold in war. 
As he is &m'd for mildness, peace , and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well, lord Warwick; blame me not: 
'Tiskye, I bear thy glories , makes me speak. 
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But, in this troublous time, wiiat 's to be done? 
Shad ve go throw away our coats of steel , 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns , 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with rcTengefUl arms? 
If for the last, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you out. 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen , 
With ClifiTord , and the haught Nq^'thumberland , 
And of their feather many more proud birds ', 
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession , 
His oath enrolled in the paiiiament; 
And now to London all the crew are gone , 
To frustrate both his oath , and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster : 
Their power, I think, is tinrty thousand strong 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself. 
With all the friends that thou , brave earl of March , 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure , 
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand. 
Why, Fia! to London will we march amain , 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds , 
And once again cry — Charge ! upon our foes ! 
But never once again turn back , and fly. 

Rich, Ay, now, methinks, I hear great Warwick speak. 
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day. 
That cries — Retire , if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick , on tiiy shoulder will I lean ; 
And when thou fiiil'st , (as God fori)id the hour ! ) 
Must Edward fall , which peril heaven fbrefend ! 

War, No longer earl of March , butdukeofTorit: 
The next degree is, England's royal throne ; 
For king of England shalt thou be proclaimed 
In every borough as we pass dong ; 
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And he thtt throws net op his eap for joy, 

Shan for the firalt make forfeit of his head. 

King Edward , — valiant Richard , — Montague , — 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renown , 

Bnt sound the trumpets , and about our task. 

Rich. Then , Clifford , were thy heart as hard as steel , 
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds , 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up, drums! — God, and Saint George 
for us ! 

Enter a Messenger. 
War. How now! what news? 
Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me , 
The queen is coming with a puissant host , 
And craves your company for ^eedy counsel. 

War. Why then it sorts: brave warriors, let's away. 

{Eaoewti. 
SCENE II. 
Before York. 

Flourish. Enter King Heuky , Queen UAtiBAnw9 , the Prines 
(/Walks, Clifford, atK^ NoftTHUMB«jiLA.iiD, with drums 
and trumpets. 

Q.Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town <tf York. 
Yonder 's the head of that arch-enemy, 
.That souc^t to be encompass'd with your crown : 
Doth not the object cheer your heart , my lord? 

K.Hen, Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear th^ wreck: 
To see this si^t , it irks my very soul. — 
Withhold revenge , dear God ! 't is not my fault ; 
Not wittingly have I infringed my vow. 

Clif. My gracious Rege , this too much lenity 
And harmfol pity, must be laid aside. * 
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 
Not to the beast that would usurp tiieir den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth litk? 
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Not his that spoils her young hefore her £iee« 

Who 'scapes the larking serpent's mortal sting? 

Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn , being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood. 

Ambitk>us York did level at thy crown ; 

Thou smiling , while he knit his angry brows : 

Be, but a duke, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a king, bless*dwithagoo<Uyson, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him , 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 

Unreasonable creatures feed their young; 

And though man's foce be fearfid to their eyes , 

Tet , in protection of their tender ones, 

Svho hath not seen them , even with those wings 

Which sometime they have us'd with fearful flight , 

Jifahe war with him that climb'd unto their nest, 

Offering their own lives in their young's defence? 

For shame, my liege! make then! your precedent. 

Were it not pity , that this goodly boy 

Should loso his birthright by his fother's fault , 

And long hereafter say unto his child , — 

' ' What my great-grandfather and grandsire got , 

lly.ehrel^ Cither fondly gave away." 

Ah! what a shame were this. Look on the boy; 

And let his manly lace, which promiseth 

Successful fortune , steel thy melting heart 

To hold thine own , and leave thine own with him. 

B. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator , 
Inferring arguments ot mighty force. 
But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear » 
That things ill got had ever bad success? 
And happy always was it for that son. 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 
I '11 leave my son my virtuous deeds behind » 
And would, myfiitherhadleftmefiomore; 
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For all tlie lest 18 Jbidd «t soph t itte. 

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep , 

Than in possession ainj jot of pleasure. 

Ah, coosinTork! would thy best friends did know, 

Bow it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 

Q. Mar. My lord,, cheer up your spirits : our foes are nigh, 
And this soft courage makes your followers faint. 
You promised knighthood to our forward son : 
Unsheath your sword, and dub him presently. — 
Edward, kneel down. 

R, Hen. Edward I^antagenet, arise a knight ; 
And learn this lesson , — Draw thy sword in right. 

Prince. Hygradous£9ither, by your kingly leave, 
1 11 draw it as apparent to the crown , 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clif* Why, that is spoken like a toward prince. 
Enter a Messenger » 

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
For, with a band of thirty thousand men. 
Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York; . 
And , in the towns as they do march along , 
Proclaims him king , and many fly to him. 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would, your highness would depart tiiefidd: 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay ^ good my lord , and leave us to our fortune. 

K.Hen. Why, that 's my fortune too ; therefore I 'U stay. 

North. Be it wi^ resolution, then, to fight. 

Prince. My royal fother, cheer these noble lords , 
AJod hearten those that fight in your defence. 
Un^eatfa your sword, good ftither : cry, ** Saint George!'' 

March. £n/er Edward, Georgk, Richard, Warwick, Nor- 
folk, MoMTA&UB, and Soldiers. 
JSdw. Now , perjur'd Benry , wilt thou kneel ibr grace , . 
And set thy diadem upon my head , 
Or bide the mortal fortune ii the field? 

1i7 
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Q,Mar, Cro, rate thy minions , prondinsnltingboy: 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms , 
Before thy soTereign, and thy lawAil king? 

Edw» I am his king, and he should bow his knee : 
I was adopted heir by his consent ; 
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear. 
Yon, that are lung, though he do wear the crown , 
Haye caus'd him , by new act of parliament , 
To blot out me , and put his own son in. 

Ciif, And reason too: 
Who should succeed the fiither, but the son? 

Rich, Are you there, butcher? — 0! I cannot speak. 

Clif. Ay, crook-back; here I stand, to answer thee , 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Bich» T was you that kill'd young Rudand, was it not? 

CUf. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Rich, For God's sake, lords, giye signal to the fight. 

f^ar. What say'st ^ou, Henry, wilt thou yidd the crown? 

Q.Mar». Why, how now, long-tongu'd Warwick I dare you 
speak? 
When you and I met at Saint Alban's last, 
Your legs did better service than your hands. 

ff^ar. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 't is thine. 
' Clif* You said so much before, and yet you fled. 

fFdr. 'T was not your valour, Clifford, drove me thence. 

Amih. No, nor your manhood 9 that dnrs( make you stay. 

Rich. MrthumberUnd, I hold thee reverently. 
Break off the paiiey; for scarce I can refrain 
The eiecutioil of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford , thai cruel child-filler. 

Clif: IslswthyJGither: call'st thou him a child? 

Rich, Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous coward , 
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutlaud ; 
But ere sun-set t '11 make thee ctirse the deed. 

R^ttwit Have done widi words, my lords, and hea^ me 
speak. 

Q.Mar, Defy them then , or else hold dose thy Kps; 
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Jf,Hen. Ipr'yUiee, gifenolintftaioinjioiigiwr 
I tm a king, and privUeg^d to 9peak* 

Clif» My liege , the wound , Omt bred tliis meeting hete* 
Cannot be enr'd by words ; therefore be still. 

Rich, Then, executioqer, unaheath thy sword. 
By him that made us all, lamresdv'd. 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw, Say, Henry, shall I have my. right, orpo? 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day, 
That ne'er shall dine, unless thou yield the orowu* 

fTar. Ifthottdepy, their blood upon thy head; 
For York in justice puts his aimour on. 

Prince, If that be right ; whidi Warwick says is right , 
There is no wrong , but every thing is right. 

Rieh. Whoever got thee, there thy mother standf; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue, 

Q.Mar, But thou art neither like thy sire , nor dam; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic , 
Maik'd by the destinies to be avoided, 
As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings. 

Rich, Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt, 
Whose Jbther bears the title of a king, 
(As if a channel should be caU'd the sea) 
Sham'st thou not , knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart? 

Edw, A wisp of straw were worth a thousand crowns, 
To make this shameless callat know herself. — 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou , 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that folse woman , as this king by thee. 
His father rev^'d in the heart of France , 
And tam'd the king, and made the Dauphib stoop ; 
And , had he match'd according to his state , 
He might have kept that glory to this day ; 
But, when he took a beggar to his bed , 
And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal day, 
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Cyen then that sfmaiifne brewed a ^ower for him , 
That wash'd his fiitfaer's fortunes tbrth of Franee , 
And heiqfi'd sedition on Ids crown at home. 
For what hath broach'd this tamnlt , hot thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek^ onr title still had slept , 
And we, in pity ofthegende king, 
Bad slipp'd our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our simshine made thy spring; 
And that thy summer bred us no increase , 
We set the axe to thy usurping root : 
And though the edge hath something hit onrselres , 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike , 
We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down , 
Or bath*d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this resolution I deQr thee; 
Not willing any longer conference , 
Since thou deniedst the gentle king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave , 
And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q.Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman; we '11 no longer stay: 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

A fldd of Battle near Towton. 

Alarums: Excursions, Enter Warwick. 

War, Forspent vnth toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe ; 
For strokes receiv'd , and many blows repaid , 
Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their strength , 
And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 
Enter EnwARD, running). 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaveti , or strike, ungentle di&ath ! 
For this worid frowns, and Edward's sun is clouded. 

Jf^ar. How now , my lord ! what hap ? what hope of good? 
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Enter Gboros. 

Geo. Our hap is loss , our hope but sad despair : 
Our ranks are broke , and ruin follows as. 
What counsel give you? whither shall we fly? 

Edw. Bootless is flight; they follow us with wings. 
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah , Warwick ! why hast thou withdrawn thyself? 
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath dmnk , 
Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford's lanee; 
And, in the very pangs of death be cried, 
Like to a dismal clangor heard from far , 
"Warwi<jk, revenge! brother, revenge my death I" 
So , underneath the belly of their steeds , 
That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood , 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

fFar. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood : 
1 11 kill my horse , because I will not fly. 
Why stand we like soft-hearted women here , 
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage , 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were play'dinjest by counterfeiting actors? , 
Here on my knee I vow to God above , 
I '11 never pause again, never stand still , 
Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mine , 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw, ' O Warwick ! I do bend my knee wi& thine * 
And in this vow do chain my soul to thine. 
And , ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face , 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart Ur thee. 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ; 
Beseeching thee , — if with thy will it stands , 
That to mj foes this body must be prey, — 
Tet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul. — 
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Now, lords, take leave until we me«t«g«iD, 
Where'er it be , in heaven , or in earth. 

Rich, Brother , give me thy hand ; — and , gentle Warwick , 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms. 
I, that did never weep , now melt with woe , 
That winter should cat off onr spring-time so. 

fTar. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, fiurewell. 

Geo, Yet let as all together to onr troops , 
And give them leave to fly that will not stay , 
And call them pillars that will stand to as ; 
And if we thrive prom^ them sach rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 
For yet is hope of life , and victory. — 
Foresbw no longer; make we hence amain. [Ew§tmi. 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. Another part of the Field. 

Exeursiaru. ' Enter Richard and Cufford. 

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone. 
Suppose , this arm is for the duke of York , 
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge , 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen waU. 

Clif, Now , Richard , I am with thee here alone. 
This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York , 
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here 's the heart thai triumphs in their death , 
And cheers these hands , that slew thy sire and brother,* 
To execute the like upon thyself; 
And so, have at thee. 

11^ fight, Warwick enters; Clifford Jl^. 

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 

[Eweunt. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC • 



KlKO HfiNKT Vt 13 

SCENE V. 

Another Part of the Held. 
Alarum, Enter Ring Henrt. 
R, Hen, This battle fores like to the morning's war , 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 
Now sways it this way , like a mighty sea , 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind : 
Now sways it that way , like the self-same sea 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind : 
Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind; 
Now, one the better, then, another best; 
Both tugging to be Tictors, breast to breast, 
Tet neither conqueror, nor conquered: 
So is the equal poise of this fell war. 
Here, on this molehill , will I sit me down. 
To whom God will , there be the victory ; 
For Margaret my queen , and Clifford too , 
Have chid me from the battle , swearing both , 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead! ifGod's good will were so; 
For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 
OGod! methinks, it were a happy life. 
To be no better than a homely swain ; 
To sit upon a hiU , as I do now. 
To carve out dials quaintly , point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run : 
How many make the hour full complete y 
How many hours bring about the day , 
How many days will finish up the year , 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known , then to divide the times : 
So many hours must I tend my flock ; 
So many hours must I take my rest ; 
So many hours must I contemplate ; 
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So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes , hours , days y months and years , 

Pass'd over to the end they were created , 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet! how lovely! 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

To shepherds looking on their silly sheep , 

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 

To kings that fear their subjects' treachery? 

O! yes it doth; a thousand fold it doth. 

And to conclude , — the shepherd's homely curds , 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle , 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade , 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys , 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates , 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup , 

His body couched in a curious bed , 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

/Alarum, Enter a Son that hath killed his Father , with the dead 
Body. 

Son, 111 blows the wind that proflts no body. 
This man whom hand to hand I slew in fight , 
May be possessed with some store of crowns : 
And I, that haply take them from him now , 
May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To some man else , as this dead man doth me. — 
Who 's this? — God ! it is my father's face. 
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd. 
heavy times , begetting such events ! 
From London by the king was I press'd forth : 
My father , being the earl of Warwick's man , 
Came on Uie part of York , press'd by his master ; 
And I , who at his hands recelv'd my life , 
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Have by my hands of life bereaved him. — 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ; — 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee. — 
My tears shril wipe away these bloody marks , 
And no more words , till they have flow'd their fill. 

K. Hen. O piteons spectacle ! bloody times ! 
Whiles lions war, and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep , wretched man , I 'U aid thee , tear for tear ; 
And let onr hearts , and eyes , like civil war , 
Be blind with tears , and break o'ercharg'd with grief. 

Enter a Father, who has killed his Son, with the Body in 
his arms, 

Fath, Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me , 
Give me thy gold , if thou hast any gold , 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. — 
But let me see : — is this our foeman's face? 
Ah, no, no, no! it is mine only son ! — 
Ah, boy! ifany life be left in thee. 
Throw up thine eye: see, see, what showers arise , 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart , 
Upon thy wounds , that kill mine eye and heart! — 
, pity , God , this miserable age ! — 
What stratagems , how fell, how butcherly. 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural , 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget 1 — 
boy ! thy father gave thee life too soon , 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

K, Hen, Woe above woe ! grief more than common grief! 
, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds I — 
0, pity, pity! gentle heaven , pity! — 
The red rose and the white are on his face , 
The fatal colours of our striving houses : 
The one his purple blood right well resembles. 
The other his pale cheeks , methinks, presenteth; 
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"Wither one rose , and let the other flourish ! 
If yon contend , a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death , 
Take on with me , and ne'er be satisfied? 

Fath. How will my wife , for slaughter of my son, 
Shed seas of tears , and ne'er be satisfied? 

K,Hen, How will the country , for these wofiri chances , 
Misthink the king, and not be satisfied? 

Son, Was ever son so rued a father's death ? 

Fath. Was ever father so bemoan'd a son? 

K. Hen. Was ever king so griev'd for subjects' woe? 
Much is your sorrow ; mine , ten times so much. 

Son. I '11 bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 

[Exit with tite Body. 

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre. 
For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go. 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 
And so obsequious will thy father be , 
Man, for the loss of thee, having no more , 
As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 
I '11 bear thee hence ; and let them fight that will , 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 

{Exitf with the Body. 

R. Hen. Sad-hearted men , much overgone with care , 
Here sits a king more woful than you are. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Queen Marbarkt , Prince of 
Walks, rtnrf Exeter. 

Prince, Fly, father, fly! for all your friends are fled , 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull. 
Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord.: towards Berwick post 
amain. 
Edward and Richard , like a brace of greyhounds , 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight , 
With fiery eyes , sparkling for very wrath , 
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^d bloody steel grasp'd in their IreM hands , 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. AiTtray! for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay , stay not to expostnlate ; make speed , 
Or else come after: I '11 away before. 

K. Hen. Nay , take me with thee , good sweet Exeter : 
Not that I fear to slay , but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward! away! [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

The Same. 
A loud Alarum. Enter ChivvofLD , wounded. 
Clif» Here bums my candle out ; ay , here it dies , 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

0, Lancaster! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my body's parting with my soul. 

My love, and fear, glued many friends to thee ; 
And now I fall thy tough commixtures melt , 
Impafring Henry , strengthening mis-proud York. 
The common people swarm like summer flies ; 
^ And whither fly the gnats , but to the sun ? 
And who shines now but Henry's enemies? 
Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds , 
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth ; 
And« Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings should do, 
Oras thy father, and his father , did. 
Giving no ground unto the house of York , 
They never, then, had sprang like summer flies ; 

1 , and ten thousand in this luckless reahn , 
Had left no mourm'ng widows for our death , 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold but too much lenity? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds. 
No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 
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The foe is merciless , and will not pity ; 

For at their hands I have deservM no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds , 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint. — 

Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest; 

I stabb'd your fathers* bosoms , split my breast. [He faints. 

Alarum and Retreat. Enter Edward , George , Richard , 
Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers, 

Edw» Now breathe we , lords: good fortune bids us pause, 
And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks. — ^ 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen , "" 

That led calm Henry, though he were a king. 
As doth a sail , filled with a fretting gust, 
Command an argosy to stem the waves. 
But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them? 

fFar. No, 'tis impossible he should escape; 
For, though before his face I speak the words , 
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave, 
And wheresoever he is , he 's surely dead* 

[Clifford groans and dies. 

Rich . Whose soul is that which takes her heavy leave ? 
A deadly groan, like life and deaUi's departing: 
See who it is. 

Edw. And, now the battle's ended, 

If friend, or foe, let him be gently used. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for H is Clifford ; 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth , 
But set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring ; 
I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 

fTar. From off the gates of York fetch down the head , 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there ; 
Instead whereof, let this supply the room: 
Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw* Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house , 
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That notliiDg snng but death to us and ours : 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound , 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

[AttendanU bring the Body forward. 

War. I think his understanding is bereft — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to thee? «^ 
Bark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life , 
And he nor sees , nor hears us, what we say. 

Riehj, O, would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth: 
T is but his policy to counterfeit , 
Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
Whieh in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo, Ifso'thouthink'st, vex him with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford! ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 

Edw. Clifford! repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford! devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou didst' love York, and I am son to York. 

Edw. Thou pitiedst Rutland , I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where 's captain Margaret to fence you now? 

War. They mock thee , Clifford : swear as thou wast wont. 

Rich. What ! not an oath ? nay tlien , the world goes hard , 
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath. — 
I know by that, he's dead; and, by my soul, 
if this right hand would buy two hours' life , 
That I in all despite might rail at him , 
This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing blood 
Stifle the villain , whose unstaunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War. Ay , but he 's dead. Off with the traitor's head , 
And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march , « 

There to be crowned England's royal king. 
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen. 
So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 
And, having France thy friend » thou shalt not dread 
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The scattered foe that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they caonot greatly sting to hmt , 

Yet look to have them buz , to olSend thine ears. 

first, villi see the coronation. 

And then to Brittany I '11 eross the sea , 

To effect this marriage , so it please my lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be; 
For in thy shoulder do I build my seat , 
And never will I undertake the thing , 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
Richard , I will create thee duke of Gloster ; — 
And George, of Clarence: ^Warwick, asoorself, 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. * 

Rich, Let me be duke of Clarence, George of Gloster, 
For Gloster's -dukedom is too ominous. 

War, Tut! that 's a foolish obserration : 
Richard, be duke of Gloster. Now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Chace in the North of England. 

Ertter Two Keepers , with Cross-bow* in their Hands, 

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we '11 shroud our- 
selves ; 
For through this4awn anon the deer will come , 
And in this covert will we make our stand , 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 

%Keep. I '11 stay above, the hill, so both may shoot. 

1 Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow 
Will y are the herd , and so my shoot is lost. 

Here stand we both , and aim we at the best : 
And , for the time shall not seem tedious , 
I 'U tell thee what befel me on a day, 
In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

2 Keep. Here comes a man , let 's stay till he be past. 
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Enter King HsuiRTy disguised, with a Prayer-ho^h, 
R, Heh, From Scotland am I stol'D , efven of pore lote, 
To greel mine own land with my wishful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine; * 
Thy place is filled , thy sceptre wrung from thee , 
Thy balm wash'd off wherewith thou wast an(4nted : 
No bending knee will caU thee C»sar now. 
No homble suitors press to speak for right , 
No, not a man comes for redress of thee, 
For how can I help them , and not myself? 

1 Keep. Ay , here 's a deer whose skin 's a keeper's fee. 
This is the quondam king : let 's seize upon him. 

K, Hen, Let me embrace the sour adyersaries ,* 
For wise men say , it is the wisest course. 

2 Keep, Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 
1 Keep. Forbear a while ; we 'D hear a little more. 
K, Hen, My queen and son are gone to France for aid ; 

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 

Is thither gone , to craye die JFrench king's sister 

To wife for Edward. If this news be true , 

Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator. 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moying wwds. 

By this account , then , Margaret may win him , 

For she 's a woman to be pitied much: 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast. 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn , 

And Nero will be tainted with remorse , 

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 

Ay, but she 's come to beg ; Warwick, to give: 

She on his left side craving aid for Henry, 

He on his right asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps , and says — her Henry is deposed ; 

He smUes , and says — his Edward is instaU'd ; 

That she, poor wretch, for grief can spedi no more. 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 
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Inferreth irgiiments of migh^ strength ; 
And, iocondusion, wins the king from her, 
With promise of his sister, and what else, 
To strengthen and support king Edward's place. 
Margaret ! thns 't will be ; and thou , poor soul , 
Art then forsaken , as thou went'st forlorn. 

%Keep. Say, what art thou talkest of kings and queens? 

/r. Hen. More than I seem , and less than I was bom to : 
A man at least , for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings , and why not I? 

%Keep, Ay, butthoutalk'stasiftliou wertaking. 

K.Hen. Why, so I am, in mind; and that 's enough. 

2 Keep, But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown? 

K, Hen, My crown is in my heart , not on my head ; 
Not deck'd with diamonds, and Indian stones , 
Nor to be seen: my crown is call'd , content; 
A crown it is , that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep, Well, ifyou be a king crown'd with content, 
Tour crown, content, and you, must be contented 
To go along with us ; for, as we think. 
You are the king , king Edward hath deposed ; 
And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance. 
Will apprehend yon as his enemy. 

K.Hen. But did you never swear, and break an oath? 

%Reep, No, never such an oath ; nor will not now. 

K, Hen. Where did you dwdl , when I was king of England ? 

^Keep. Here in this country, where we now remain. 

K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months old , 
My father and my grandfather, were kings, ' 
And you were sworn true subjects unto me ; 
And tell me, then, have you not broke your oaths? 

1 Keep. No ; 
For we were subjects , but while you. were king. 

K.Hen. Wby, am I dead? do I not breathe a man? 
Ah, simple men! you know not what you swear. 
Look , as I blow this feather from my &ce , 
And as the air blows it to me again , 
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Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows , 
Commanded always by the greater gost , 
Sach is the lightness of you common men. 
Bat do not break your oaths ; for of that sin 
Hy mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will , the king shall be commanded , 
And be you kings; command, and 1 11 obey. 

1 Keep, We are true suj)jects to the king , king Edward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keep, We charge you , in God's name , and tl^e king's , 
To go with us unto the officers. 

K. Hen. In God's name , lead; your king's name be obey'd : 
And what God will , that let your king perform ; 
And what he will , I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Ring Edwakd , Gloster, Clarence, and Lady Gket, 

K. Edw. Brother of Gloster , at Saint Albans' field 
This lady's husband , Sir John Grey , was slain , 
His land then seiz'd on by the conqueror : 
Her suit is now , to repossess those lands , 
Which we in justice cannot well deny , 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Glo. Your highness shall do well , to grant her suit ; 
It were dishonour, to deny it her. 

/jT. Edw» It were no less ; but yet I '11 make a pause. 

Glo. Yea; Is it so? lAside, 

I see , the lady hath a thing to grant , 
Before the king will grant her humble suit. 

Clar. He knows the game : how true he keeps the wind ! 

[Aside. 

Glo* Silence! [Aside. 
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R.Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit, 
And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Grey. Right gracious lord , I cannot brook delay ; 
May it please your highness to resolve me now , 
And what your pleasure is shall satisfy me. 

Glo. Ay, widow? then I '11 warrant you all your lands , 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Fight closer, or, good faith, you '11 catch a blow. [Aside. 

Clar. I fear her not, unless she chance to fall. [Aside. 

Glo. God forbid that, for he '11 take vantages. [Aside. 

K. Edw. How many children hast thou , widow? tell me. 

Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of her. [Aside. 

Glo. Nay then , whip me ; he '11 rather give her two. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Three , my most gracious lord. 

Glo, You shall have four, if you '11 be rul'd by him. [Aside. 

K. Edw. 'T were pity , they should lose their father's lands. 

L, Grey. Be pitiful , dread lord , and grant it then. 

K. Edw, Lords , give us leave : I '11 try this widow's wit. 

Glo. Ay, good leave have you; for you will have leave, 
Till youth take leave , and leave you to the crutch. 

[Gi^osTER and Clarence stand apart. 
• p. Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your children? 

L. Grey. Ay , full as dearly as I love myself. 

jK. Edw. And would you not do much , to do them good? 

L. Grey. To do them good I would sustain some harm. 

jK. Edw. Then , get your husband's lands to do them good. 

L, Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K, Edw. I '11 tell you how these lands are to be got. 

L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness' service. 

R. Edw. What service wilt thou do me , if I give them ? 

L. Grey. What you command , that rests in me to do. 

It. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boon. 

L. Grey. No , gracious lord , except I cannot do it. 

R.Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean to ask. 

L. Grey. Why then , I will do what your grace cT)mmands. 

Glo. He plies her hard; and much rain wears the marble. 

[Aside. 
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Clar. As red as Ore! nay then, her wai must mell. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear my task? 

K,Edw, An easy task: 't is but to love a king. 

L, Grey, That 's soon performed , because I am a subject. 

R, Edw. Why then , thy husband's lands I ^eely give thee. 

L, Grey. I take my leave ^th many thousand thanks. 

Glo. The match is made : she seals it with a curt'sy. 

K.Edw. But stay thee; 't is the fruits of love I mean. 

L» Grey, The fruits of love I mean , my loving liege. 

K.Edw, Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 
What love, thlnk'st thou , I sue so much to get? 

L. Grey, My love till death ; my humble thanks , my prayersi 
That love which virtue begs , and virtue grants. 

R, Edw. No , by my troth , I did not mean such love. 

L, Grey, Why , then you mean not as I thought you did. 

R, Edw, But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

L, Grey, My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. > 

R, Edw, To tell thee plain , I aim to He with thee. 

L, Grey, To tell you plain , I had rather lie in prison. 

R. Edw, Why then , thou shalt not have thy husband's lands. 
• L, Grey, Why then , mine honesty shaU be my dower ; ' 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

R, Edw, Therein thou wrong'st thy children mightily. 

L, Grey, Herein your highness wrongs both them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit; 
Please you dismiss me, either with ay , or no. 

R. Edw, Ay, if thou wilt say ay , to my request ; 
No, if thou dost say no , to my demand, 

L, Grey, Then , no , my lord. My suit is at an end. 

Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her brows. lAside, 

Clar, He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. [Aside* 

R. Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with modesty ; 

{Aside. 
Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 
All her perfections challenge sovereignty: 
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Oneway, or other, she is for a king , 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 

Say , that king Edward take thee for his qneen? 

L, Grey. *T is better said than done , my gracious lord: 
I am a subject Gt to jest withal , 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

K.Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to thee , 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
And that, is to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey, And that is more than 1 will yield unto. 
I know , I am too mean to be your qneen , 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K. Edw. You cavil , widow : I did mean , my qneen. 

L. Grey. T will grieve your grace , my sons should call you 
fiilher. 

R, Edw. No more , than when my daughters call Uiee mother. 
Thou art a widow , and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor, 
Have other some : why, 't is a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
Answer no more , for thou shalt be my queen. 

Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his shrift. [AMe. 

Clar. Whenhewasmadeashriver, 't was for shift. [Aside. 

K, Edw, Brothers , you muse what chat we two have had. 

Glo, The widow likes it not, for she looks very sad. 

K, Edw. You 'd think it strange if I should marry her. 

Clar, To whom, my lord? 

K. Edw, Why, Clarence, to myself? 

Gio, That wonld be ten days* wonder, at the least. 

Clar, That 's a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

Glo, By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

R, Edw, Wen , jest on , brothers : I can tell you both , 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman, 

Nob, My gracious lord , Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 
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R.Edw. See, that he be conyey'd unto the Tower : — 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took (lim, 
To question of his apprehension. — 
Widow, go you along. — Lords, use her honourably. 

[Exeunt King Edward , Lady Grkt , Clabbncb, 
OTid Lord, 

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
'Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring. 
To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 
And yet, between my soul's desire, and me, 
The lustful Edward's title buried , 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies , 
To take their rooms , ere I can place myself: 
A cold premeditation for my purpose. 
Why then, I do but dream on sovereignty ; 
Like one that stands upon a promobtory. 
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread , 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
And chides the sea that sunders him from thence. 
Saying — he 11 lade it dry to have his way : 
So do I wish the crown , being so far off. 
And so I chide the means that keep me from it ; 
And so I say — I '11 cut the causes off. 
Flattering me with impossibilities. — 
My eye 's too quick , my heart o'erweens too much , 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom, then, for Richard, 
What other pleasure can the world afford? 
1 11 make my heaven in a lady's lap , 
And deck my body in gay ornaments , 
And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 
miserable thought ! and more unlikely. 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns. * 

Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb : 
And , for I should not deal in her soft laws , 
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She did corrapt frail oatare witli some bribe 

To shrink mine arm np HkejA withered shrub ; 

To make an envious mountain on my back , 

Where sits defonnity to mock my body; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part , 

Like to a chaos , or an unlick'd bear-whelp , 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I, then, amantobebelov'd? 

, monstrous fault , to harbour such a thought ! 

Then , since this earth alBTords no joy to me , 

But to command , to check , to o'erbe^r such 

As are of better person than myself, 

I '11 make my heaven to dream upon the crown ; 

And, whiles I live, t' account this world but hell , 

Until my mis-shap'd trunk that bears Uiis head , 

Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown , 

For many lives stand between me and home : 

And I, like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns , and is rent with the thorns , 

Seeking a way, and straying from the way. 

Not knowing how to find the open air , 

But toiling desperately to find it out , 

Torment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free myself, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile , 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart, 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears , 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

1 11 drown more sailors than the mermaid shall, 

1 11 slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

I '11 play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive m6re slily than Ulysses could , 

And like a Sinon take another Troy. 

I can add colours to the cameleon , 
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Change shapes , with Proteus, for advantages, «" 

And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this , and cannot get a crown? 

Tut! were it further off, I '11 pluck it down. [Exit. 

SCExNE III. 

France. A Room in the Palaee. 

Flourish, Enter Lewis the French King, and Lady Bona, 
attended: the Ring takes his State, Then^ enter Queen MaRt 
GARBT , Prince Edward , and the Earl of Oxvord, 

K, Lew. Fair queen of England , worthy Margaret , 
Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state , 
And birth , that thou should's stand , while Lewis doth sit. 

Q . Mar. No , mighty king of France ; now Margaret 
Must strike her sail , and learn a while to serve , 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess , 
Great Albion's queen in former golden days ; 
But now mischance hath trod my title down , 
And with dishonour laid me on the ground , 
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune , 
And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K.Lew, Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this deep 
despair? 

Q, Mar, From such a cause as fills mine eyes with tears , 
And stops my tongue , while heart is drown'd in cares. 

K, Lew. Whate'er it be , be thou still like thyself, 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck iSeats her by him. 
To fortune's yoke , but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 
Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ; 
It shall be eas'd , if France can yield relief. 

Q. Man, Those gracious words revive my drooping thoughts , 
And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry , sole possessor of my love , 
Is of a king becQme a banish'd man , 
IV. 49 
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And foU^d to live in Scotland, a forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward , dukeofYoric, 
Usurps the regal title , and the seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawfiil king. 
This is the cause , that I, poor Margaret, 
With this my son , prince Edward , Henry's heir. 
Am come to crave thy jus^ and lawful aid ; 
And if thou fail us all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help , but cannot help ; 
Our people and our peers are both misled , 
Our treasure seiz'd , our soldiers put to flight, 
And, asthouseest, ourselves in heavy plight. 

K Lew, Renowned queen , with patience calm the storm , 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q, Mar. The more we stay , the stronger grows our foe. 

K, Lew, The more I stay , the more I '11 succour thee. 

Q, Mar. 1 but impatience waiteth on true sorrow : 
And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 

Enter Warwick , attended. 

R.Lew. What 'she, approacheth boldly to our presence? 

Q.Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward's greatest friend. 

if. Lew. Welcome , brave Warwick. What brings thee to 
France? 
\_He descends. Queen Margaret rises. 

Q.Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise ; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward , king of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign , and thy vowed friend , 
I come, in kindness, and unfeigned love, 
First , to do greetings to thy royal person , 
And, then, to crave a league of amity; 
And, lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona , thy fair sister, 
To England's king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henry's hope Is done. 
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fFar, And, gracious Madam » [7b Boha.] in our kiog't 
behalf, 
I am commanded , with yoar leave and fiiroar , 
Humbly to kiss your hand , and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart ; 
Where fame , late entering at his heedftd ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image , and thy virtue. 

Q.Mar, King Lewis, and lady Bona, hear me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest love , 
But from deceit , bred by necessity ; 
For how can tyrants safely govern home , 
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 
To prove him tyrant this reasod may suffice, — 
That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead , 
Tet here prince Edward stands , king Henry *s son. 
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour ; 
For though usurpers sway the rule a while , 
Tet heavens are just , and time suppresseth wrongs. 

IFair. Injurious Margaret! 

Prince, And why not queen? 

IFar, Because thy father Henry did usurp , 
And thou no more art prince, than she, is queen. 

Oaqf. Then Warwick disannul^ great John of Gaunt , 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And , after John of Gaunt , Henry the fourth , 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest; 
And after that wise prince , Henry the fifth , 
Who by his prowess conquered all France : 
From these our Henry lineally descends. 

IFar. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth discourse, 
Ton told not , how Henry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten? 
Methinks , these peers of France should smile at that. 
Bat for the rest, — -you teD a pedigree 
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OffhreeseoreaDdtwojears; ^silTytilhe 
Ta make prescription for a kingdom's wordi. 

Oxf, Why » Warwick , canst thoa speak agatoM thy liege , 
Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years , 
And not bewray thy treason wiA a blush? 

fTar, Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right. 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree? 
For shame! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oa^. Call him my lung, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother , the lord Aubrey Vere , 
Was done to death? and more than so , my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellowed years , 
When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm. 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

ff^ar. And I the house of York. 

R.Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside , 
While I use fiirther conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar, Heaven grant, that Warwick's words bewiteh him 
not ! [ They ttand aloqf, 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick , tell me , even upon thy conscience, 
Is Edward your true king? for I were loath, 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 

fFar. Thereon I pawn my credit, and mine honour. 

K. Lew, But is he gracious in the people's eye ? 

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

R.Lew, Then farther; all dissembling set aside, 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

fFar, Such it seems , 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say , and swear , 
That this his love was an eternal plant; 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground , 
The leaves and fruit maintained with beauty's sun , 
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Exempt from envy , but not from disdaia » 
Unless ttkt lady BoMi quit his pain. 

R.Lew, Now, sister, let us liear your firm resolye. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial » shall be mina. — 
Tet I confess, {T^oWar.] Uiat often ere this day, 
When I have-heard your king's desert recounted , 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment ta desire. 

K. Lew. Iliea , Warwick , thus : ^ oir siatcr tfaall he 
Edward's ; 
And now forthwith shall articles he drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king oaust make, 
Which with her dowry shaU be counterpoised. — 
Draw near, queen Margaret, and be a witness^ 
That Boaa shall bt wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q.Mar, Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit : 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's firf end. 

K. Lew. And still is friend to hiqci and Margaret : 
But if your title to the crown be weak , 
As may appear by Edward's good success , 
Then 't is but reason , that I be releas'd 
From giving aid which late I promised 
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand , 
That your estate requires , and mine can yield. 

fFar. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease, 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lose. 
And as for you yourself , o\u quondam qa^en ^ 
You have a father able to maintain you. 
And better 't were you troubled him than France* 

Q.Mar, Peace! impudent and shaneleat Warwid|« 
Proud setter-up and pulleivdaws cokings; 
I will not hence, tillwifhrnytAandUats, 
Both full of truth, ImakefafngLefWiBbthold 
Thy sly conveyance , and Ihy kni^s Ids^ lone; 
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For both of yon are birds of self-same feather. 

1/4 horn sounded within* 
K.Letff. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 

Enter the Post. 

Post. My lord ambassador, these letters are for you , 
Sent from your brother , marquess Montague. — 
These from our king unto your majesty. — 
And , Madam , these for you ; from whom I know not. 

[They all read their letters. 

Oa^. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news , while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps as he were nettled : 
I hope all 's for the best. 

R. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and yours, fair 
queen? 

Q. Mar. Mine , such as fill my heart with unhop'd joys. 

lyar. Mine , full of sorrow and heart's discontent. 

K. Lew, What ! has your king married the lady Grey , 
And now, to sooth your forgery and his , * 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 
Is this th' alliance that he seeks with France? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 
This proTeth Edward's love , and Warwick's hone! ty. 

JFar. King Lewis, I here protest , in sight of heaven. 
And by the hope I have of heavc.nly bliss. 
That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward's ; 
No more my king , for he dishonours me , 
But most himself, if he could see his shame. 
Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely tg his death? 
Did I let pass th' abuse done to my niece ? 
Did I impale him with the regal crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native right. 
And am I guerdon'd at the last with shame ? 
Shame on himself, for my desert is honour: 
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Aod to repair my honour lost for him , 
I here renoimce him , and return to Henrj. 
My noble queen , let former gmdges pass , 
And henceforth I am thy true servitor. 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona , 
And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have tum'd my hate to 
love; 
And I forgive and quite forget oM faults , 
And joy that thou becom*st lung Henry's friend. 

I9^ar. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 
That if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With so me few bands of chosen soldiers , 
I 'U undertake to land them on our coast , 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
'Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence , as my letters tjell me , 
He 's very likely no^ to fall from him , 
For matching more for wanton lust than honour , 
Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng'd , 
But by thy help to this distressed queen? 

Q.Mar, Renowned prince , how shall poor Henry live , 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

Bona, My quarrel, and this English queen's, are one. 

fTar. And mine, fiiir lady Bona, joins with yours. 

K.Lew, And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margaret's. 
Therefore , at last I firmly am resolv'd , 
Ton shall have aid. 

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 

K.Lew. Then England's messenger, return in post; 
And tell false Edward , thy supposed king , 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers , 
To revel it with him and his new blide : 
Thou seest what 's past ; go fear thy king withal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hope he 'U prove a widower shortly, 
1 11 wear the willow garland for his sake. 
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Q.Mar, Tell him, my moarning weeds are kid aside , 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

JFar. Tell him from me , that he hath done me wrong , 
And therefore I '11 uncrown him ere 't he long. 
There 's thy reward : begone. [BxitPosU 

K, Lew, But, Warwidt, 

Thou and Oxford , with five thousand men , 
Shall cross the seas , and bid false Edward battle : 
And, as occasion serves , this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh «upply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt : 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 

ff^ar. This shall assure my constant loyalty : — 
That if our queen and this young prioce agree, 
I '11 join mine eldest daughter , and my joy , 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar, Yes , I agree , and thank yon Cor ymnr motkm. 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous. 
Therefore delay not , give thy hand to Warwick ; 
And with thy hand thy faith irrevocable , 
That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 

Prince, Yes, I accept her, for She weH deserves it; 
And here, to pledge my vow , I give my hand. 

[He gives hit hand to Warwick. 

K* Lew, Why stay we now? These soldiers ^all be levied, 
And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral , 
Shall waft ihcm over with our royal fleet. -^ 
I long , till Edward fall bv war*s misehanee , 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Easeant all but Warwick. 

^ar. I came from Edward as ambassador , 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe t 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me , 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale but me? 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown , 
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And 1 11 be chief to bring him down again : 

Not that I pity Henry's misery , 

But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Gloste^ , Clarkmcb, Somerset, Montague. 

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence , what think you 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice? 

Clar, Alas! you know, *t is fer from hence to France : 
How could he stay till Warwick made return? 

Som. My lords, forbear this talk : here comes the king 

Flourish. Enter King Edward t attended; Lady Gret, a$ 
Queen; Pembroke, Stafford, ant^HASTin^s. 

Glo, And his Well-chosen bride. 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

K.Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like you our choice, 
That you stand pensive as half malcontent? 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France , or the earl of Warwfck ; 
Which are so weak of courage , and in judgment , 
That they '11 take no offence at our abuse. 

K, Edw, Suppose they take offence without a cause , 
They are but Lewis and Warwick : I am Edward , 
Your king and Warwick's , and must have my will. 

Glo, And you shall have your will , because our king; 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 

ff, Edw, Yea , brother Richard , are you offended too? 

Glo, Not.L 
No; God forbid , that I should wish them sever'd 
WhomGod hath join'd together: ay, and 't were pity. 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

K,Edw. Setting your scorns , and your mislike , aside, 
Tell me some reason why the lady Grey 
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Should not become my vflfe , and England's queen. — 
And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar, Then this is mine opinion — that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy , for mocki ng him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Glo, And Wanvick , doing what you gave in charge , 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K.Edw, What, ifboth Lewis and Warwick be appeas'd 
By such invention as I can devise? 

Mont, Yet to have join'd with France in such alliance , 
Would more have strengthen'd this our commonwealth 
'Gainst foreign storms , than any home-bred marriage. 

Hast, Why, knows not Montague , that of itself 
England is safe , if true within itself? 

Mmit, But the safer , when 't is back*d with France. 

Hast, 'T is better using France , than trusting France. 
Let us be back'd with God , and with the seas , 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable , 
And with their helps only defend ourselves : 
In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 

Clar, For this one speech lord Hastings weU deserves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

K.Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will, and grant; 
And for this once my wiU^hall stand for law. 

Glo, And yet, methinks, your grace hath not done well , 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride : 
She better would have fitted me, or Clarence; 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar, Or else you would not have bestow'd the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife's son , 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K,Edw, Alas, poor Clarence I is it for a wife. 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 

Clar, In choosing for yourself you show'd your judgment ; 
Which being shallow you shall give me leave 

58 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



K'HiQ HENRY VI. 59 

To phy the broker in mine o%B4)dulf ; 
And to that end I shortly mind to leaye you. 

K.Edto. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king. 
And not be tied unto his brother's will. 

Q.Elis. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen , 
Do me but right , and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent ; 
And meaner thlin myself have had like fortune. 
But as this title honours me and mine , 
So your dislikes, to whom 1 would be pleasing. 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow. 

K.Edw* My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns. 
What danger, or what sorrow can befal thee , 
So long as Edward is thy eonstant friend , 
t And their true sovereign whom they must obey? 
May, whom they shall obey, and love thee too. 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands ; 
Which if they do , yet will I keep thee safe , 
And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. I hear, yet say not much , but think the more. [Atide, 

Enter a Messenger, 

K.Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or what news. 
From France? 

Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters, and few words; 
But such as I , without your special pardon , 
Dare not relate. 

K. Edw. Go to , we pardon thee : therefore , in brief, 
TeU me their words as near as thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters? 

Meu. At my depart these were his very words : — 
*' Go tell fiilse Edward , fhy supposed khig , 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers , 
To revel it with him and his new bride.' 

K.Edw. Is Lewis so brave? belike, he thinks me Henry. 
But what said lady Bona to my marriage? 
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Mess, These were her words, atter'd with mild disdain : 
*' Tell him , in hope he '11 prove a widower shortly , 
I '11 wear Ae willow garland for his sake/' 

K.Edw, I blame not her, she could say little less ; 
She had the wrong : hut what said Henry's qneco? 
For I have heard , that she was there in place. 

Mess. *'*' Tell him," quoth she, * ' my mourning weeds are done. 
And I am ready to put armour on.'' 

K.Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Amatnxi. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Mess. He, more incens'd against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg'd me with these words : — 

** Tell him from me , that he hath done me wrong , 
And therefore I '11 uncrown him ere 'C be long." 

K. Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe oat so pnwd words ? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewam'd: 
They shall have wars , and pay for their presumption. 
But say , is Warwick friends wUh Margaret? 

Mess, Ay, gracious sovereign: they are so ili^'d in friend- 
ship. 
That young prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 

Clar, Belike, the elder; Clarence will have the younger. 
Now , brother king , farewell , and sit you fast , 
For I wiU hence to Warwick's other dai^^er ; 
That, though I want a kingdom , yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself, -r- 
You , that love me and Warwick , follow me. 

[Exit Clarence , and Souxmlvvt follows, 

Glo. Not I. 
My thoughts aim at a durther matter : I 
Stay not for the love of Edward , but the crown. [Asiie, 

K, Edw, Clarence and Somerset both gone to Warwick ! 
Tet am I arm'd against the worst cut hapipen, 
And haste is needful in this desperato case, -r-r 
Pembroke, and Stafford, yotu in our hekalf 
Go iffy ttien, and nuike pnepare for war; 
They are already , or quickly will be landed: 
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» 
If jself in person will straight follow you. 

lExeunt Pkmbroilb and STAtroRD. 
But, ere I go » Hastings, and Montague, 
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all Merest, 
Are near to Warwick by blood , and by alliance : 
Tell me if you love Warwick more than me ? 
If it be so, then both depart to him : 
I rather wish you foes , tiiian hollow friends ; 
But, if you mind to hold your true obedience , 
Give me assurance with some friendly vow , 
That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague as he proves true ! 

Hast. And Hastings as he favours Edward's cause ! 

R.Eduf. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us? 

Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 

R.Edio. Why so; then, am I sure of victory. 
Now, therefore, let us hence; and lose no hour. 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 
A Plain in Warwickshire. 
Enter Warwick and Oxford ttnth French and other Forces. 
fFar. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well: 
The conmaon people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Ci.arence and Somerskt. 
But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come ! 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

fFar. Then, gentle Clarence , welcome unto Warwick : 
And welcome, Somerset. — I hold it cowardice , 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love ; 
Else mi^t I think , that Clarence , Edward's brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughter shaU bt thine. 
And BOW what rests , but in night's coverture , 
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Thy brother being carelessly eneampM , 

His soldiers larking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard , 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy: 

That as Ulysses , and stout Diomede , 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 

So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle , 

At unawares may beat down Edward's guard , 

And sei^ himself; I say not slaughter him , 

For I intend but only to surprise him. — 

You, that wHl follow me to this attempt , 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[They all ery, Henrt, 
Why, then, let 's on our way in silent sort : 
For Warwick and his friends, Crod and Saint George! [Exeunt, 

SCENE m. 

Edward's Camp near Warwick. 
Enter certain Watchmen , to guard the King*s tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, my masters , each man take his stand : 
The king by this is set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed? 

1 Watch. Why , no ; for he hath made a solemn vow 
Never to lie and take his natural rest , 
Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress'd. 

% Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day, 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 

Z Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that, 
That with the king here resteth in his tent? 

1 Watch. *T is the lord Hastings, the king's chiefest friend. 

3 Watch. O ! is it so ? But why commands the king , 
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him , 
While he himselfs keeps in the cold field? 

2 Watch. 'T is the more honour, because more dangerous. 
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^fFatch. Ay, bat giYe me worship and qaietoess; 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands , 
T is to be doubted , he would waken him. 

1 fFatch. Unless our halberds did shut up his passage. 

2fFatch. Ay; wherefore else guard we his royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-foes? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, and 
Forces. 

War. This is his tent; and see, where stand his guard. 
Courage , my masters ! honour now , or never ! 
But follow me , and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch, Who goes there? 

2 Watch. Stay, orthoudiest. 

[Warwick, and the resty cry all — Warwick ! War- 
wick! and set upon the Guard,- who fly ^ crying — 
Jrm! Arm! Warwick, and the rest ^ following 
them. 

Drums heatings and Trumpets sounding ^ re-enter Warwick, 
and the rest, bringing the King out in his Goum, sitting in a 
Chair: Gloster and Hastings fly over the stage. 

Som. What are they that ily there ? 

War. Richard , and Hastings : let them go ; here 's the duke. 

K.Edw. The duke! why, Warwick, when we parted last. 
Thou call'dst me king ! 

War. Ay, butthecaseisalter'd: 

When you disgraced me in my embassade. 
Then I degraded you from being king. 
And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom , 
That know not how to use ambassadors , 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife , 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly. 
Nor how to study for the people's welfare , 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? 

K. Edw. Yea , brother of Clarence , art thou here too? 
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Nay then, I see that Edward needs must down. — 
Tet, Warwick, In despite of all mischance, 
Of thee thyself, and all thy complices , 
Edward will always bear himself as king : 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my state. 
My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

fFar. Then, for his mind be Edward England's king: 

[ Taket o£ hit Crovm. 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown , 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. — 
My lord of Somerset , at my request , 
See that forthwith duke Edward be conveyed 
Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
I *11 follow you , and tell what answer 
Lewis , and the lady Bona , send to him : — 
Now, for a while farewell , good duke of York. 

K, Edw, What fates impose , that men must needs abide : 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King ISjiWKBJi^ led out; Somerset with hiftu 

Oaf. What now remains , my lords, for us to do. 
But march to London with our soldiers? 

^ar. Ay, that 's the first thing that we have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment , 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 
Riv, Madam , what makes you in this sudden chauge? 
Q, Eliz, Why , brother Rivers , are you yet to learn , 
What late misfortune is befallen king Edward? 

fiiv. What ! loss of some pitch'd battle against Warwick? 
Q. Eliz» No , but the loss of his own royal person. 
Riv. Then, is my sovereign slain? 
Q.EU*. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 
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Either be^X'd by fiOadiood df his gulird^ 
Or by his foe sarpris'4 at ^nftwlures : 
And, as I farther have to understand. 
Is now committed to the bishop of York , 
Fen Warwick's brother , and by that ear Cos* 

Riv. These news, I must confess, are Aitt Of grief; 
Tet, gracious Madam, bearitMyoamay: 
Warwick may lose , that now hath won the day. 

Q. Eliz. Till then , fair hope must hMer MCs's daaay ; 
And I the rather wean me from despair ^ 
For loTe of Edward's offspring in my womb i 
This is it that makes me bridle passion , 
And bear With mildness my misfortune's ttos% ; 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs , 
Lest with my sighs or tears 1 blast or drowil 
King Edward's fruit , true heir to th* English croWn. 

Riv, But, Madam, where is Warwick theft become 7 

Q. Eliz, I am informed , that he comes towards Londoti , 
To set the crown once more oft Henry's head. 
Guess thou the rest; king Edward's friends must dowft : 
But to prerenti^e tyrant's violence, 
( For trust not him that hath oftce broken fkith ) 
I '11 hence forthwith unto the sanctuary , 
To save at least the heir of Edward's right .* 
There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud. 
Come therefore ; let us fly while we may fly t 
IfWarwicktakeuswearesuretodie. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V, 

A Park near Mlddleham Castle in Yorkshire. 

Enter €Ilosteb, Hastings^ Sir William Spakj^kt, and 
Others. f 

(r/o. Now, my lord Hastings, and Sir WUliam Btanley y 
Leave off! to wonder why I drew you hithar, 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park. ' 
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Thus stands the case. T(m know , our king , my brother , 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 

He hath good usage and great liberty , 

And often , but attended with weak guard , 

Comes hunting tliis way to disport himself. 

I hoTe advertised him by secret means , 

That if about this hour he make this way , 

Under the colour of his usual game , 

He shall here Ond his friends , with horse and men , 

To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter Ring Edward , and a Huntsmati, 

Hunt. This way, my lord, for this way lies the game. 

K. Edw. Nay, this way, man: see, where the huntsmen 
stand. — 
Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings , and the rest, 
Stand you thus close to steal the bishop's deer? 

Glo, Brother, the time and case requireth haste. 
Tour horse stands ready at the park comer. 

R, Edw. But whither shall we then? 

Hast* To Lynn , my lord ; and ship from thence to Flanders* 

Glo. Well guess'd , believe me ; for that was my meaning. 

R, Edw. Stanley , I will re(}uite thy forwardness. 

Glo. But wherefore stay we? 't is no time to talk. 

R.Edw, Huntsman, what say'st thou? wilt thou go along? 

Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and be hang'd. 

Glo. Come then; away! let 's have no more ado. 

-R, Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from Warwick's frown^ 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt. 

SCENE vr. 

A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Ring HEmnTf Clarence, Warwick, Somerset, young 
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant qf the Tower, 
and Attendant*. 

R. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and friends 
Have shaken Edward from the regal seat, 
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And turn'd my captiye state to liberty. 
My fear to hope , my sorrows unto joys , 
At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 

Lieu, .Subjects may challenge nothing of their sovereigns ; 
But if an humble prayer may prevail , 
I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K, Hen, For what, lieutenant? for weU using me? 
Nay, be thou sure, I '11 well requite thy kindness. 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : 
Ay , such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after m^ny moody thoughts. 
At last by notes of household harmony 
They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 
But, Warwick, after God, thou set'st me free , 
And chiefly therefore I thank God , and thee ; 
He was the author, thou the instrument. 
Therefore , that I may^conquer fortune's spite , 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me , 
And that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars, 
Warwick , although my head still wear the crown , 
I here resign my government to thee. 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

IF'ar, Your grace hath still been fam'd for virtuous , 
And now may seem as wise as virtuous , 
By spying, and avoiding, fortune's malice ; 
For few men rightly temper with the stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace , 
For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar» No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway, 
To whom the heavens in thy nativity 
Adjudged an olive branch , and laurel crown , 
As likely to be blest in peace , and war ; 
And, therefore, I yield thee my free consent. 

^ar. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 

R,Hen, Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your hands. 
Now join your hands , and with your hands your hearts , 
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That no dissensf on hinder government : 
I make yon both protectors of this land , 
While I myself will lead a private life , 
And in devotion spend my latter days, 
To sin's rebuke , and my Creator's praise. 

War, What answers Clarence to his sovereign's wiH? 

Clar. That he consents, ifWarwick yield consent; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War. Why then, though loath, yet must I be content. 
We '11 yoke together , like a double shadow 
To Henry's body, and supply his place ; 
I mean , in bearing weight of government , 
While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. 
And, Clarence, now then, it is more than needful , 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor. 
And all his lands and goods conGscated. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be determin'd. 

JFar. A.J, therein Clarence shall not want his part. 

R,Hm. But, with the first of all your chief affairs, 
Let me entreat, (for I command no more) 
That Margaret your queen , and my son Edward , 
Be sent for to return from France with speed ; 
For, till I see (hem here , by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 

R.Hen, My lord of Somerset , what youth is that. 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 

Som. My liege, it is young Henry , earl of Richmond. 

K.Hen. Come hither, England's hope : if secret powers 

[Lays his Hand on his Head, 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts , 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss. 
His looks are ftill of peaceful majesty ; 
His head by nature firam'd to wear a crown , 
His hand to wield a sceptre; and himself 
Likely in time to bless a ref^ throne. 
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Makemnchofhim, my lords; for this is he, 
Hast help you more than yon are Inirt by me. 

Enter a Meiienger* 

JFar. What news, my friend? 

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother , 
And fled, as he hears since , to Burgundy. 

^or. Unsavoury news! but how made he escape? 

Mess. He was conveyed by Richard duke of Gloster , 
And the lord Hastings , who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side , 
And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him , 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 

IFar. My brother was too careless of his charge. — 
But let us hence, mysoyereign, toproride 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt Ring ISLE^HKt,, Warwick, Clarbrcb, Litu» 
tenant y and Attendants. 

Som. My lord , I like not of this flight of Edward^s, 
For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help , 
And we shall have more wars , before 't be long* 
As Henry's late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young Richmond, 
So doth my heart misgive me , in these conflicts 
What may befol him , to his harm and ours : 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we 11 send him hence to Brittany , 
Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oa^f. Ay; forifEdwardrepossess the crown, 
*T is like that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. ItshaUbeso; he shall to Brittany. 
Come therefore ; let's about it speedily. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. ^ 

Before York. 
Enter King Edwarj}^ Glostbr, Hastin&s, and Forces. 

K, Edw, Now , brother Richard, lord Hastings, and the rest, 
Tet thus far fortune maketh us amends , 
And says that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry's regal crown. 
Well ha\e we pass'd , and now repassed the seas , 
And brought desired help from Burgundy : 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Rayenspurg haven before the gates of York , 
But that we enter as into our dukedom? 

Glo. The gates made fast! — Brother, 1 like not this ; 
For many men , that stumble at the threshold , 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tush, man ! abodements must not now affright us : 
By fair or foul means me must enter in , 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege, I '11 knock once more to summon them. 

Enter f on the Walls ^ the Mayor of York, and hU Brethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of yeur coming. 
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K.Edw. But, master mayor, ifHenry be your king, 
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord; I know you for no less. 

K. Edw. Why , and I challenge nothing but my dukedom , 
As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in his nose , 
Be 11 soon find means to make the body follow. [Aside. 

Hast. Why , master mayor , why stand you in a doubt? 
Open the gates : we are king Henry's friends. 

May. Ay , say you so? the gates shdl then be open'd. 

{Exetmtfrom above. 

Glo. A wise stout captain , and soon persuaded. 
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Hast. Tlie good old man would foin that all were well , 
So 'twere not long of him; but, being entered , 
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Re-enter the Mayor, and Two Aldermen, below, 
R. Edw. So , master mayor : these gates must not be shut, 
But in the night, or in the time of war. 

What ! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys , [Takes hisKeys. 
For Edward will defend the town , and thee , 
And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

March. Enter Montgomery, and Forces. 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceived. 

R.Edw. Welcome, Sir John; but why come you in arms? 

Mont. To help King Edward in his time of storm, 
As every loyal subject ought to do. 

R,Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery; but we now forget 
Our title to the crown , and only claim 
Our dukedom , till God please to send the rest. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again t 
I came to senre a king, and not a duke. — 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. [A Mesrch begun* 

R.Edw. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile; and we 'U debate, 
By what safe means the crown may be recovered. 

Mont. What talk you of debating? in few words. 
If you '11 not here proclaim yourself our king , 
I 'U leaye you to your fortune , and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you. 
Why shall we fight , if you pretend no tide? 

Glo. Why, broths, wherefore stand you on nice points? 

R. Edw. WbeB we grow stronger, then we 11 make our claim. 
Till then , 't b wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

Hast. Away with scrupulous wit, now arms must rule. 

Glo. And fearless mhids cUmb soonest unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand: 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 
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K.Edw. Then be ft as 70Q will; for 'tis my right, 
And Henrj but usurps ^e diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereijgn speakefli like himself , 
And now will I be Edward's champion. 

Hatt. S^und^ trumpet! Edward shaUU^elnfFa pf^cbamM.— 
Come, feUowHSoldier, make thou proclantatiQn. 

[Gives him a Papm'. flourish. 

Sold. [Reads.] ''Edward the foucth, by th« grac« of Go4, 
liing of England and France, and lord of Ireland » ^e. 

Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's figh^t 
By this I challenge him to single Oght, 

[Throws dovm his Gauntlet. 

All. Long live Edward the fourth ! 

K. Edw. Thanks , braire Montgomery , and ihai^ unto you 
all: 
If fortune serve me , I *tl requile this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York, 
And when die morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of this horizon , 
We il forward towards Warwick , and his mates ; 
For, well I wot, that Henry is no soldier. — 
Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil ft beseems thee, 
T« flatter Henry , and forsake thy brother ! 
Tet, as we may* we 'tl meet both thee and Warwick. — 
Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of die day; 
And, that onea gotten, doubt not of largo pay. [Exeunt* 

SCENE Vllf. 

LondOQ. A Room in the Palace. 

Flonmlu &4if^ l&m^BxmfiJ y Waawick, CLARSfiCB, Hon- 
TAA9S, E^««)», im^OxFOss. 
War. What counsel, fords? Edward from Belgla, 
With hasty Germans , and blunt Hollanders , 
Hath pass'd ki sift^ through the aarrow seas , 
And with his troops doth march amain to London; 
And many giddy people flodc t» him* 

n 



d by Google 



KING HENRT VI 73 

K.Hen. Let 's levy men , and Wti Urn beck agtin. 

Clar. A little fire fe qaicUy tredden out , 
Which, being suffer'd, riven emDOt qveaeh. 

fFar. In Warwickshire 1 haire trae«hearted frf ends , 
Not mutinons in peace , yet bold in war ; 
Thosewil]Imnsteri]p:^~andtboa, con Clarence » 
Bhalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, andinKenI, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee i »-^ 
Thon, brother Montague, inBuckinf^am, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire , shaitfind 
Men well inclined to hemr what thou ewnmand'st: — 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloved , 
In Oxfordshire shall muster up thj friends. -^ 
My sovereign , with the loving citizens, 
Like to his island girt In wilAi the ocean , 
Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs , 
Shall rest in London , till we come to him. — 
Fair lords , take leave , and stand not to reply. — 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K.Hen. Farewdl, my Hector, and ray Troy's true hope. 

Clar. In sign of truth , I kiss your Highness' hand. 

R.Hen, WeH-naiiided Clarence , be thou fortunate* 

Mo7d, Comfort, my lord ;— and so I take my leave. 

Oaif. And thus iKming^ Hbnbt's hand.^ I seal my truth, 
and bfd adieu. 

R.Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once , once more a happy iarewell. 

f^tt^n Farewell, sweet lords: let 's meet at Coventry. 

[Exeunt VfAK, Clar. Oxf. ancf Mont. 

R. Hen. Here at (he palace will I rest a while. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
Methinks, the power, that {lihirard hath in field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

ExB, The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest. 

R.Ben. That 's not my fear ; my meed hath got me fame. 
I have n»t slopp'd mine earato Ifacir demanidB , 
Nor posted off their svits with stow delays ; 
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My pit]^haUi been bahn to heal their wounds , 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs » 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears : 
I have not been desirous of their wealth , 
Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies , 
Nor forward of revenge , though they much err'd. 
Then , why should they love Edward more than me? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace ; 
And , when the lion fawns upon the Iamb , 
The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout ttntfunZ A Lancdster! ALaneasUrf 
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts are these? 

Enter King ISsi^AXD ^ Glostbr, and Soldiers. 

K.Edw. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry! bear him hence ,~ 
And once again proclaim us king of England. — 
Ton ar^ the fount that makes small brooks to flow: 
Now stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them dry , 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. — 
Hence with him to the Tower ! let Mm not speak. 

[Exeunt some with King Hburt, 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course. 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains. 
The sun shines hot, and, if we use delay. 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-fbr hay. 

Glo, Away betimes, before his forces join, 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares. 
Brave^warriors, march amain towards Coventry [Exeunt, 

ACT V. SCEiNE I. 

Coventry. 

Enter upon the Walls, Warwick, the Mayor qf Coventry^ Two 
Messengers, and Others, 

War. Where is the post that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How far hence is thy lord , mine honest fellow? 
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iMess. By this at Dimsiiiore, marching hitherward. ' 
fFar. How far off is our brother Montague? — 
Where is the post that came irom Montague ? 

iMess. BythisatBaintry, vHh a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Somertillb. 

fFar. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 

Som. At Southam I did leave him with his forces , 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. [Drum heard, 

fTar. Then Clarence is at hand , I hear his drum. 

Som, It is not his, my lord; here Southam lies : 
The drum your honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 

fTar. Who should that be? belike, unlook'd-for friends. 

Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 

March. Flourish, Enter King Edwjlkd ^ Glostkr, and Forces. 

R.Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound a parte. 

Glo. 8ee« how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 

TFar* 0, unhid spite! is sportful Edward come? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they scduc'd , ^ 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 

K.Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates? 
Speak gentle words , and humbly bend thy knee , 
Call Edward king , and at his hands beg mercy , 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence. 
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down? 
Call Warwick patron , and be penitent , 
And thou shalt still remain the duke of York. 

(7/o. ' I thought , at least , he would have said the king ; 
Or did he make the jest against his will? 

War. Is not a dukedom , Sir, a goodly gift? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give : 
1 11 do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. 'TwasI, that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 

K.Edw. Whythen, 'tismine, if but by Warwick's gilt 

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a wei^t : 
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And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again t 
And Henry is my king , Warwick his subject. 

K^ Edw, But Warwick's king is Edward's prisoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do bat answer tfais; 
Wliat is the body , when the head is off? 

Glo, Alas! Uiat Warwick had no more forecast 9 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 
The king was slily finger'd fh)m the deck ! 
Tou left poor Henry at the bishop's palace , 
And, ten to one, you '11 meet him in the Tower, 

K,Edw, T is even so: yet you are Warwick still. 

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel down, kneel 
down. 
Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

fVar. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow , 
And with the other flipg it at thy foes , 
Than bear so low a sail to str&e to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, hare wind aad tide thy firiend, 
This hand , fast wound about thy coal4>lack bak , 
Shall, while9 thy head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the dust this sentence wiA thy Wood , -^ 
* * Wind-changing Warwick now can change no i»ore." 

Enter Oxford , with Drum and Colours. 

War. O cheerful colours! see, where Oxford comes. 

Oaiif. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 

[Oxford and his Forces enter the City* 

Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

E. Edw, So other foes may set upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 
Will issue out again, and bid us battle : 
If not , the city being but of small defence , 
We '11 quickly rouse the traitors in the same^ 

^ar. 01 welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 

Enter Momta917B , with Drum md CoIquts, 
Maai. Montagus, Montague, forLaneoster! 

{He and his Forces enter the €ity. 
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Glo. Thou and thy broflier botb shall buy this treason > 
Eren with the dearest bkod your bodies bear. 

K.Edw, The harder matched, Ae greater victdry t 
My mind presageth happy gain , and conquest. 

Enter Somerset , with Drum and Colours. 
Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 

[He and his Forces enter the City, 
Glq, Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives uuto the house of York ; 
And thou shalt be the third , if this sword hold. 

Enter Cjlarencb , with Drum and Colours, 
War, Andlo! where George of Clarence sweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 
With whom an upright zeal to right prerails, 
More than the nature of a brother's lore. *— 

[Glostbr and Clarence tohisper. 
Come, Clarence, come; ^iiouwilt, if Warwick calls. 
Clar, Father of Warwick , knowyou what this means? 

[Taking the red Rose out qfhis Hat* 
Look here , I Arow my infemy at thee : 
I will not ruinate my father's house , 
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together , 
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'stthou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh , so blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother , and his lawful king? 
Perhaps , thou wilt objeet my holy oath : 
To keep that oath , were more impiety 
Than Jephtha's , when he sacrificed his daughter. 
I am so sorry for my trespass made , 
That to deserve well at my brother's hands , 
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe; 
With resolution , whereso'cr I meet thee , 
(As I will meet thee , if thou stir abroad) 
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me« 
And so, proud-hearted Warw](^, 1 defy thee, 
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And to my brother turo my blushing cheeks. — 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends; 
And , Richard , do not firown upon my faults , 
For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K. Edw, Now welcome more , and ten times more beloY'd , 
Than if thou never hadst descrv'd our hate. 

Glo, Welcome, good Clarence : this is brother-likeJ 

JFar, O passing traitor, perjur'd, and unjust! 

K.Edw, What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town, and 
fight, 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 

fFar, Alas! I am not coopM here for defence : 
I will away towards Bamet presently , 
And bid thee battle , Edward, iftholidar'st. 

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way. — 
Lords , to the field ! Saint Creorge , and victory ! [March, Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

A Field of Battle near Bamet. 

Alarums i and Excursions. Enter Eing 'Edward , bringing in 
Warwick wounded. 

K. Edw. So , lie thou there : die thou , and die our fear , 
For Warwick was a bug, that fear'd us all. — 
Now , Montague , sit fast : I seek for thee , 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. [Exit, 

fTar. Ah! who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows , 
My blood , my want of strength , my sick heart shows , 
That I must yield my body to the earth , 
And by my fell the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge , 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle , 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 
Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading tree , 
And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
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These eyes , that now are dimm'd with death's black veil , 

Haye been as piercing as the mid-day sun , 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows , now filFd with blood , 

Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liVd king , bat I could dig his grave? 

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow? 

Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had , 

Even now forsake me ; and, of aU my lands, 

Is nothing left me , but my body's length. 

Why , what is pomp , rule , reign , but earth and dust? 

And y live we how we can , yet die we must 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som, Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou as we are , 
We might recover all our loss again. 
The queen from France hath br6ught a puissant power; 
Even now we heard the news. Ah , could'st thou fly ! 

ff^ar. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah , Montague ! 
Ifthou be there, sweet brother, take my hand. 
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile. 
Thoulov'stmenot; for, brother, ifthou didst, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood , 
That glues my lips , and will not let me speak. 
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

5«m. Ah, Warwick! Montague hath breath'd his last ; 
And to the latest gasp , cried out for Warwick , 
And said — ** Commend me to my valiant brother." 
And more he would have said ; and more he spoke , 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault. 
That might not be distinguished : but, at last, 
I well might hear, delivered with a groan , — 
**0, fareweU Warwick!" 

fFar. Sweet rest his soul ! — Fly, lords, and sfcve yourselves ; 
For Warwick bids you all farewell ,, to meet in heaven. [Dies, 

Osxif. Away , away , to meet the queen's great power ! 

\Emtuntf bearing q^ Warwick's Body, 
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SCENE III. 
Another Part of the Bl6ld. 

Flourish, Enter King Edward in triumph; with Clarsncs^ 
Glostbr, andtheresti 

K. Edw. Thas far our fortune keeps an upward oourse » 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But , in the midst of this bright^hining day , 
I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloudy 
That will encounter with our glorious sun, 
Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
I mean, my lords, those powers, that the queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coast. 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Cldr, A little gale will soon disperse that cloud , 
And blow it to the source from whence it came : 
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up , 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo, The queen is valu'd thirty thousand strong , 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her: 
Ifshe have time to breathe, be well assur'd , 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving friends , 
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury. 
We , having now the best at Barnet field , 
Will thither straight , for willingness rids way ; 
And, as we march, our strength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along. — 
Strike up the drum 1 cry — Courage I and away. 

[Flourish. ExettnL 

SCENE IV. 

Plains near Tewksbury. 

Maroh. Enter Que§n'S/lxRGARET^ Prince Edwxkd^ Somjbrbbt, 
Oxford, and Soldiers. 
Q.Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and wail their loss, 
But efae^rly seek how to redress their harms. 

80 



' Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



KING HENRT VI. Si 

What though the mast he now Mown over-board , 

The cable broke , the holding anchor lost , 

And half our sailors swalloVd in the flood ; 

Tet Uycs our pilot still : is 't meet that he 

Should leave the helm, and, likeafearftillad, 

"With tearful eyes add water to the sea , 

And give more strength to that which hath too much; 

Whiles in his moan the ship splits on the rock , 

Which industry and courage might have sav'd? 

Ah! what a shame, ah! what a fault were this. 

Say, Warwick was our anchor; what of that? 

And Montague our top-mast ; what of him? 

Our slaughter'd friends the tackles ; what of these? 

Why , is not Oxford here another anchor , 

And Somerset another goodly mast? 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings? 

And, though unskilful , why not Ned and I 

For once aliow'd the skilful pUot's charge? 

We will not from the helm to sit and weep , 

But keep our course , though the rough wind say no , 

From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 

As good to chide the waves , as speak them fair. 

And what is Edward b ut a ruthless sea ? 

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit? 

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say, you can swim; alas! 't is but a whUe : 

Tread on the.sand; why, there you quickly sink : 

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 

Or else you famish ; that 's a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand , 

In case some one of you would fly from us , 

That there 's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers, 

Ifore than with ruthless waves, with sands, and rocks. 

Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided, 

T were childish weakness to lament , or fear. 

Prince* Hethinks, a woman of this valiant spirit 
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Should, ifa coward heard her speak tliAMiroidat 

Infuse his breast with magnaninilty , 

And make him , naked, foil a aftan at anafi* 

I speak not this, as doubting any here ; 

For , did I but suspect a fMrfial man , 

He should have leave to go away betimes,. 

Lest, inourneed, hemighlii^f^iaftdlher. 

And make him of like ^irit to faimaslf. 

If any such be here , as Grod forbid ! 

Let hhn depart before we need his he^. 

Oaif. Women and children of so high a couiage* 
And warriors fidnt! why, 't were perpetual shame. — 
0, brave young prince! thy famous giandfather 
Doth live again in thee : long may'st thou live , 
To bear his image , and renew his glories! . 

Som. And he, that will not fight for siieh a hope. 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day , 
If he arise , be mock'd and wondered at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks , gMide Somerset : — sweet Oiford, tfianks. 

Prince. And take his thanks , that yet hath nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight: therefore, be resolute. 

Ox/. I thought no less: it is his policy. 
To haste thus fiist to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceived: we are in readiness. 

Q.Mar. This cheers my heart to see your forwardness. 

Oatf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

FUmrish and March. Enter Ring Edward , Cjulrbnce, 
Glostbr, andFarees* 

K. Ediv. Brave followers , yonder staads tbe (ihorflf wood » 
Which , by the heavens' assistance and your strength^ 
Must by the roots be hewn up |fet ere vi^. 
I need not add more tel to your fire , 
For, wen I wot, yebhuetobomtluinout. 
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 
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Q.Mar. Lords, kiii|;hl8, uidgentliMneii, vlml9imiildsa}V 
My tears gainsay ; for every word f speak , 
Te see , I drink the water of my eye. 
Therefore, no more bvt this: — Henry, yonrsoTeieign^, 
Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd, 
ffis realm a slaughterhouse , his siibjeets slain , 
ffis statutes canceQ'd, mdhlstreasiu^^ent; 
And yonder is the wolf that nudies this spoil. 
Tou fight in justice: then, ki God's nann, lordft, 
BevaUant, and give signal to the fight. {Ewetod bath Arthie*. 

SCENE V. 
Another Part of the Some. 

Alarums: Excursions: and ({fterwards a Retreat, Then enter 
/Ttii^ Edward, Clarbi^ce, Glostjbb, and Forces; with Queen 
Margarbt, Oxford, anc^ Somerset , Prisoners, 

K.Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oiford to Hammes' castle straight : 
For Somerset , off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear them hence : I will not hear them speak. 

Oxf. For my part , I *11 not trouble thee with worda. 

Som. Nor I; but stoop with patience to my fortune. 

[Exeunt Oxvorh an^ Somerset, guarded^ 

Q, Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous world , 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K.Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds Edward 
Shan have a high reward , and he his life 7 

Glo. It is : and , lo I where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers , witk Prince Bdwaa». 
K.Edw* Bring forth tl>e gallant: lei us hear him speak. 
What! can so young a thorn begin to prick? 
Edward , what satisfaction eanst thou make , 
For bearing arms , for stirring up my subjeets , 
And an the trouble thou hast turn'd me to? 

Prince, Speak like a subject , proud ambitious York. 
Suppose ^ that I am now my fiither*s mouth : 
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BesigQ thy chdr , and where I stand kneel thou , 
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee , 
Which , traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q. Mar. Ah , that thy father had been so resolved ! 

Glo, That yon might still have worn the petticoat , 
And ne'er have stoFn the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let iEsop fable in a winter's night ; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Glo. By heaven, brat, 1 11 plague you for that word. 

Q. Mar. Ay , thou wast born to be a plague to men. 

Glo. For God's sake , take away this captive scold. 

Prince, Nay, take away this scolding crook-back , rather. 

K.Edw. Peace! wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue. 

Clar. Untutor'd lad , thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my duty: you are all undutiful. 
Lascivious Edward , — and thou perjur'd George , 
And thou mis-shapen Dick , — I tell ye all , 
I am your better , traitors as ye are ; — 
And Uiou usurp'st my Other's right and mine. 

R. Edw* Take that , the likeness of this railer here. 

[Stabs him. 

Glo. Sprawl'st thou? take that, to end thy agony. 

[Glo. stabs him. 

Clar. And there 's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Clar. stabs him. 

Q.Mar. O, kill me too! 

Glo. Harry , and shall. {.Offers to kill he/*, 

K.Edw. Hold, Richard, hold! for we have done too much. 

Glo. Why should she live , to fill the world with words? 

K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means for her recovery. 

Glo, Clarence , excuse me to the king , my brother. 
1 11 hence to London on a serious matter : 
Ere ye come there , be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower! the Tower! [Bakt. 

Q. Mar. O , Ned ! sweet Ned ! speak to thy mother, boy : 
Canst thou not speak? — O traitors ! murderers ! -^ 
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They , that stabb'd Cssar shed no blood at all , 

Bid not offend , nor were not worthy blame , 

If this foul deed were by to equal it : 

He was a man : this , in respect , a child ; 

And men ne'er spend their fury on a child. 

What 's worse than murderer , that I may name it? 

No, no; my heart will burst . anifl^eak; 

And I will speak , that so my heart may burst. — 

Butchers and villains ! bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely croppM ! 

Tou have no chQdren , butchers ! if you had, 

The (bought of them would have stirr'd up remorse : 

But, if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off, 

As , deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young prince ! 

K. Edw, Away with her ! go , bear her hence perforce. 

Q, Mar, Nay , never bear me hence , despatch me here , 
Here sheath thy sword , I '11 pardon thee my death. 
"What ! wilt thou not? — then , Clarence , do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven I will not do thee so much ease. 

Q, Mar. Good Clarence , do ; sweet Clarence , do thou do it. 

Clar, Didst thou not hear me swear I would not do it. 

Q. Mar. Ay , but thou usest to forswear thyself: 
T was sin before , but now 't is charity. 
"What! wilt thou not? where is that devil's butcher, Richard, 
Hard-fiivour'd Richard? Richard , where art thou? 
Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back. 

K. Edw. Away , I say ! I charge ye , bear her hence. 

Q, Mar. So come to you , and yours , as to this princfe ! 

[EasU. 

R. Edw. Where 's Richard gone? 

Clar. To London, all in post; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in &e Tower. 

K.Edw, He's sudden, ifa thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
With mf and thanks , and let 's away to London,, 
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And see onr geotle queen how well ^le fares : 

By this , I hope » she hath a son for me. [Exeuni. 

SCENE TI. 

London. A Room in the Tower. 

Ring Hbnrt is discovered sitting with a Book in his Hand, the 
Lieutenant attending. Enter Glostbr. 

Glo, Good day , my lord. What ! at your book so hard ? 

K. Hen. Ay , my good lord : my lord , I should say rather : 
T is sin to flatter; good was little better: 
Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 
And both preposterous ; therefore , not good lord. 

Glo. Siirah, leave us to onrselyes : we must confer. 

[Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Hen, So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf: 
So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece , 
And next his throat unto the butdier's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind : 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

R. Hen. The bird, thathath been limed in abush. 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush ; 
And I , the hapless male to one sweet bird , 
HaVis now the fiital object in my eye , 
Where my poor young was lim'd , was eaE^t , and kiU'd. 

Glo. Why , what a peevish fool was thai of Crete , 
That taught his son the offiee of a fowl? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 

R. Hen. I , Dedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that denM our course ; 
The sun , diat sear'd the wings of my sweet boy, 
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea , 
Whose envieas gulf did swdlow up his life. 
Ahl kin me with thy weapon , not with words. 
My breast can better brook thy dagger's point • 
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Than can my eats that tragte history. 

But wherefore dost thou coiae? is 't for siy Ufb? 

Glo, Think-st thou I am an eieoatiMer? 

R. Hen. A persecutor , I an& sure , thou art : 
If murdering innocents he eiecutieg , 
Why , then thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 

K. Hen. Hadst thou been kill'd, when first thou didst pve- 
sume, 
Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine. 
And thus I prophesy, — lliat many a thousand , 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fsar ; 
And many an old man's sigh , and many a widow's , 
And many an orphan's water-standing eye , — 
Men for their sons', wives for their husbands', 
Orphans for their parents' timeless death , 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wa^ bom. 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth , ad ei^ sign ; 
The night-crow cried, abodinglncyess time; 
Dogs howl'd , and hideous tempest ^obk down trees : 
The raven rook'd her on the chinmey's top , 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a moth^s pain. 
And yet brought forth less than a mother'srhope ; 
To wit, — an indigested and deformed lump. 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tvee. 
Teeth hadst thou in thy head , w^en thou wast htm , 
To signify, thou cam'st to bite the worid : 
And , if the rest be true whifih I have heard , 
Thou cam'st — 

Glo. 1 'U hear no more ; — Die , prophet , in thy speech : 

For this, amongst tiie rest, was I ordain'd. 

R. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after this. 
O ! God forgive my sins , and pardon thee. {Dies. 

Glo. What! will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted. 
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See , bow my sword weeps for the poor king's death ! 

, may such purple tears be always shed 

F^om those that wish the downfall of our bouse ! — 

If any spark of life be yet remaining , 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither, 

iStabs him again* 

1, that have neither pity, lore, nor fear. 
Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of ; 
For I have often heard my mother say, 

I came into the world wiUi my legs forward. 

Had I not reason , think ye, to make haste, 

And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right? 

The midwife wonder'd ; and the women cried , 

**0, Jesus bless us, be is bom with teeth ! " 

And so I was ; which plainly signified 

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Then, since the heavens have shap'd my body so , 

Let hell make crook'd my mhid to answer it. 

I have no brother , I am like no brother ; 

And this word love , which grejjbeards call divine , 

Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in me : I am myself alone. — 

Clarence, beware: thou keep st me from the light; 

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad such prophecies , 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 

And then, to purge his fear , I '11 be thy death. 

King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone: 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest; 

Counting myself but bad , till I be best. — 

I 'II throw thy body in another room , 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

[Esit with the b^dy. 

88 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



KINO HENRY VI. 89 

SCENE VIL 

Tbe Same. A Room in the Palace. 

King Edwari> is discovered silthtg en his Throne f Qiteen Euza- 

BETH with the infant Pr^ce, Clarbkcb, «Gj.osTEBy UAst^ 

TUBS i and Others , near him. 

K. Edw, Odco more we sit io England's royal thi^one , 
Be-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foe-men , like to autumn's com , 
Have we mow'd down , in tops of all their pHdeT 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions: 
Two ClilTords , as the father and the son ; 
And two Northumbcrlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound % i 

With them , the two brave bears , Warwick and Montague , 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion , 
And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 
And made our footstool of security. — 
Come hither, Bess , and let me kiss my boy. — 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself, , 

Have In our armours watch'd the winter's night; 
Went all a-foot in summer's scalding heat , 
That thou might'st repossess the crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo, I '11 blast his harvest , if your head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so (hick , to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my back. — 
Work thou the way , and that shall execute. \Asidp. 

K.Edw, Clarence, audGlostcr, lovemy lovely queen; 
And kiss your piincely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The duty, that I owe unto your majesty, 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

N.Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy brother, thanks. 

Gio, And , that I love the tree from w hence thou sprang'st , . ^ 
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■ % 

Witness the loving kiss 1 0ro the fruit. — 

[Aside,\ T«6ay the truth , so Judas kiss*d his master, 

And cried — all hail ! \ihen as he meant — all harm. 

K. Edw, New am I seated as my soul delights , 
Having mf country's peace , and brojthcrs' loves. 

Clar, What will your grace ha^e done with Margaret? 
Reignier<^ her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawned the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
Aad hither have they sent it for her ransom. 

K, Edw. Away withJier , and waft her hence to France. — 
And now what rests , but that we spend the time 
With stalely triumphs, mirthful comic shows, 
Such as befit th4 pleasure of the court? 
Sound, drums and trumpets! — farewell, sour annoy, 
For here, I hope » begins outlasting joy. [jExeunL 
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ACT L SCENE I. 

ftondon. A Street. 
J^n/6r Glostbr. 

Gio. Now is the winter of our discontent 

Made glorious summer by this sun of Yorli ; 

And all the clouds , that lower*d upon our house , 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stem alarums chang'd to merry meetings , 

Our dreadftil marches to delightful measures. 

Grim-yisag'd war haUi siflooth'd his wrinkled front; 

And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds/ 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries , 

He capers nimbly in a lady's diamber , 

To file lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I , that am not shap'd for sportive tricks , 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty, 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

1 , that am curtailed of this fair proportion , 

Pleated of feature bv dissembling nature , 

Deform'd, unfinishd, sent before my time 

Into this breathing world , scarce half made up , 

And that s5 lamely and unfashionable , 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; 
^ "Why I , in this weak piping time of peace , 

Have no delight to pass away the time , 

Unless to see my shadow in the sun , 

And descant on mine own deformity : 

And therefore , since I cannot prove a lover, 
^ To entertain these fair well-spoken days , 

I am determined to prove a viHain , ' 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. ' 

Plots have I laid , inductions dangerous, 
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By drunken prophecies, libeb, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence , and the king , 

In dea^y hate the one against the other : 

And, if king Edward be as trae and just, 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Garence closely be meVd up , 

About a. prophecy, which says — thatG 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence comes. 

J^n/er CiARBNCB , guarded^ 071^2 Brakbnburt. 

Brother, good day. What means this armed guard , 
That waits upon your grace? 

Clar, His majesty, 

Tendering my person's safety , hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo, Upon what cause 7 

Clar, Because my name is Oeorge. 

Glo, Alack! my lord, that fault is none of yoikrs: 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers. 
O! belike, his majesty hath some intent. 
That you should be new christen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? 

Clar, Tea, Richard, when I know; bu^ I protest. 
As yet I do not: but, as I can learn. 
He hearkens after prophecies , and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter 6 , 
And says, a wizard told him , that by Cr 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And , for my name of George begins with G , 
It follows in his thought that I am he. 
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these , 
Hare mov'd his highness to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women ! 
'T is not the lung, that sends you to the Tower : 
My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, 'tis she. 
That tempts him to this harsh extremity. 
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Was it not she , and tbat good man of worship , 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there , 
That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower , 
From whence this present day he is delivered? . 
We are not safe , Clarence; we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure. 
But the queen's kindred , and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery 7 

Glo, Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
1 '11 tell you what ; I think , it is our way. 
If we will keep in favour with the king. 
To be her men , and wear her livery : 
The jealous o'er-wom widow , and herself. 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen , 
Axe mighty gossips in our monarchy. 

Brak. 1 beseedi your graces both to pardon me : 
His majesty hath straiUy given in charge , 
That no man shall have private conference , 
Ofwhat degree soever, with your brother. 

Glo. Even so; an please your worship , Brakenbury, 
Ton may partake of any thing we say. 
We speak no treason , man: we say, the king 
Is wise and virtuous ; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years; feir, and not jealous: — 
We say that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And that the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks. 
How say you, Sir? can you deny all this? 

Brak, With this, my lord, myselfhavenou^ttodo. 

Glo, Nought to do with mistress Shore? I tell thee , fellow, 
He that doth naught with her, eicepting one , 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Br ok. What one, my lord? 

Gh. Her husband, knave. Would'st thou betray me? 
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Brak, I do beseech par grace to pardda me ; and withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbnry, and wiU obey. 

Glo. We are the queen's abjects , and must obey. — 
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king ; 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in , 
Were it to call king Edward's widow sister , 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace In brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know, it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long; 
I will deliver you , or else lie for you : 
Meantime, have patience. 

Clar, I must perforce : farewelL 

[J^o^euTtf Clarbncb , Brakbiibiirt, and Guard* 

Glo, Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return, 
Simple , plain Clarence ! — I do love thee so , 
That 1 will shortly send thy soul to heaven , 
If heaven wiU take tiie present at our hands. 
But who comes here? the new-dellver'd Hasthags? 

Enter HASTmes. 

Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious lord. 

Glo , As much unto my good lord chamberlain. 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment? 

Hait. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must; 
But I shall live , my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies are his , 
And have prevail'd as much on him as you. 

Hast, Morepit^, that the eagles should be mew'd , 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 
Glo, What news abroad? 
Hast* No news so bad abroad, as this at home : —* 
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Thekingfsdekly, weak, and melancholy. 
And his physicians fear hUn mi^itily. 

Glo, Mow , by Saint Panl , that news is bad indeed. 
O! he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And ovep-mnch consum'd his royal person: 
T is yery grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he? in his bed? 

Hast. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

IEodU HASTrves. 
He cannot lire, I hope; and most not die, 
Tin George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven. 
I 'U in , to urge his hatred more to Clarence , 
With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments; 
And , if I fail'not in my deep intent , 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done , Grod take king Edward to his mercy , 
And leave the world for me to bustle in , 
For then 1 11 marry Warwick's youngest daughter. 
What though I kill'd her husband , and her father? 
- The readiest way to make the wench amends , 
Is to become her husband , and her father: 
The which will I ; not all so much for love, 
As for another secret close intent, 
By marrying her which I must reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horse to market: 
Clarence still breathes ; Edward stiU lives and reigns ; 
When they are gone , then must I count my gains. [EwiL 

SCENE 11. 
The Same. Another Street; 

Enter the Corpse qf King Hbiirt the Siwih, borne in an open 
Coffin , Gentlemen bearing Halberds , to guard it^ <md Lady 
Antib as mourner, 
Anne, Set down, set down your honourable load , 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse , 
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'Whilst I a vhfle obsequkmdy lamei^ 

Th' untimely faU of virtuoiK Lancaster. -* 

Poor k^y-cold figure of a lidy king! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal hlood! • \ 

Be it lawful that I invoeate thy ghost , 

To hear the liunentations of poor Anne , 

Wife to thy Edward » to thy slaughtered son , 

Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these wounds ! 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm ofmy poor eyes: — 

O , cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 

Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it! 

Cursed the blood , that let this blood from hence ! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch , 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee , 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping yenom'd thing that lives ! 

IfcTerhe have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious , and untimely brought to light , 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be hdr to his unhappiness ! 

If ever he have wife, let her bo made 

More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord , and thee ! — 

Come , now toward Chertsey with your holy load. 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 

And still , as you are weary of this weight , 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corse. 

iThe Bearers take up the Corpse and advance. 
Enter Glostbr. 

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse , and set it down. 

JmiB» What black magician conjures up this fiend , 
To stop devoted charitable deeds? 

Glo, Villains ! set down the corse ; or , by Saint Paul , 
I '11 make a corse of him that disobeys. 
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1 Gent. BIylord, stand bade, and let the eoffia pass. 

Glo, Unmanner'dddgl stand thou when 1 command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast , 
Or, by Saint Paul, I '11 strike thee to my foot. 
And spurn upon thee , beggar ^v for thy boldness. 

[The Bearers set down the Coffin, 

Anne, What! do you tremble? are you all afraid? 
Alas! I blame you not; for you are mortal , 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt , thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body , 
His soul thou canst not have: therefore, begone. 

Glo, Sweet saint , for charity , be not so curst. 

Anne, Foul devil, for €rod*s sake, hence, and trouble us not; 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell , 
Fill'd it ^ith cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds , 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. — 
O, gentlemen! see, see! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths , and bleed afr^ I — 
'Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity. 
For 't is thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins , where no blood dwells : 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural , 
Provokes this deluge most unnatural. — 
OGod, which this blood mad*st, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death ! 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer dead , 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick , 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood , 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered ! 

Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne, Villain, thou know'st nor law of God nor man: 
No beast so fierce , but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo, But I know none , and therefore am no beast. 

Anne, O wonderful, whenrdevils tell the truth I 
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Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. •* 
Vouchsafe , divine perfection of a woman , 
Of'these supposed evils to give me leave 
By circumstance but to acquit myself. 

Arme. Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a man, 
For these known evils but to give me leave 
By circumstance to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo, Fairer than tongue can name thee , let me have 
Some patient leisure to eicuse myself. 

Jnne. Fouler than heart can think thee , thou c^nst make 
No eicuse current , but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair , I should accuse myself. 

jdrme. And, by despairing , shalt thou stand excused ; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
That didst unworthy slaughter uppn others. 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not? 

An?ie. Then say they were not slain f *^ 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay , be is dead ; and slain by Edward's hand. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest : queen Margaret saw 
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast , 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her sland'rous tongue , 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind , 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries. 
Didst thou not kill this king? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God grant me too, 
Thou may'st be damned for that wicked deed! 
O! he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven , where thou shalt never come. 
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Gh* Let him (hank me , ihat holp to send him thilher ; 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 

Arme, And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo» Tes, one place else, ifyouwUl hear me name iL 

Jane, Some dungeon. 

Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

Awie. HI rest betide the chamber where thou Hest. 

Glo. So will it, Madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne. I hope so. 

Glo. I know so. — But , gentle lady Anne , — 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits , 
And fall something into a slower method; — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful a^the executioner? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause; and most accurs'd effect. 
. Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect; 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep , 
To undertake the death of all the world , 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Arnie. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty fiom my cheeks. 

Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck ; 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 
As all the world is cheered by the sun , 
So I by that; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day , and death thy life ! 

Glo, Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thoa art both. 

Anne. I would I were , to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural , 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel just and reasonable , 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee , lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Atme. Hie better doth not breathe upon the earth., 

Glo. He lives that loves you better than he could. 
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Anne. Name him. 

Glo, Plantagenet 

Anne, Why, that was he. 

GU). Ihe self-same name, but one of better nature. 

Anne. Where is he? 

Glo, Here: [She spits at htm*"] Why dost thou spit at toe? 

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poison , for thy sake! 

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 

Anne, Never hung poison on a foider toad. 
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Gla. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne* Would they were basilisks , to strike thee dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once , 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears , 
Sham'd their aspects with store of childish drops: 
These eyes , which never shed remorseful tear ; 
No, when. my father T6rk, and Edward wept 
To hear the piteous moan Uiat Rutland made , 
When black-facM Clifford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father , like a child , 
Told the sad story of my father's death , 
And twenty times made pause to sob and weep , 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks , 
Like trees bedash'd wiUi rain ; in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale , 
Thy beauty hath , and made them blind with weeping. 
I never sued to friend , nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee , 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[She looks scornfully at kirn* 
Teach not thy lip such scorn; fbr it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive , 
Lo ! here I lend thee this sharp- pointed sword } 
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Which if thou please to hide in this true breast , 
And let the socd forth that ad(»reth thee , 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke , 
And humhly beg the jdeath upon my knee. 

[He lays his Breast open : she offers at it with his Sword, 
Nay» do not pause; for I did lull king Henry; — 
But 't was thy^beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now despatch; 't was I that stabb*d young Edward ; — 
But 't was thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[She lets fall the SwdrtL 
Take up the sword again , or take up me. 

Anne, Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death , 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo» Then bid me kill myself , and 1 will do it. 

Jnne. I have already. 

Glo . That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again , and even with the word , 
This hand , which for thy love did kill thy lOve » 
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love : 
To both their deaths ^alt thou be accessary* 

yinne, I would, I knew thy heart. 

Glo. 'T is Ogur'd in my tongue. 

Arme. I fear me, both are false. 

Glo. Then, never man was true. 

Jrme, Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo, Say, then, my peace is made. 

j4nne. That shalt thou know hereafter. 

Glo, But shall I live in hope ? 

j4nne. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo, Vouchsafe to wear Uiis ring. 

Jnne, ToUke, is not to give. [She puts on the ring, 

Glo, Look, how my ring encompasseth thy finger, 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them , for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand , 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever* 
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Anrte. WhdtisitT 

Glo. That it may please yon leave these sad designs 
To him that hath most cause to be a monraer , 
And presently repair to Crosby-place. 
Where (after I have solemnly interred , 
At Chertsey monastery , this noble king , 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears) , 
I will with all expedient duty see you : 
For divers unknown reasons , I beseech you , 
Grant me this boon. ' 

Jnne, With all my heart; and much it joys me too, 
To see you are become so penitent. — 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me fiirewell. 

Anne. *T is more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you , 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeimt Lady XsvE, Trbssbl, andBERKi^Y. 

Gent Towards Chertsey , noble lord? 

Glo. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the rest, with the Corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
1 11 have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What I I, that kill'd her husband , and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate ; 
With curses in her mouth , tears in her eyes , 
The bleeding witness of my hatred by. 
Having God , her conscience , and these bars against me , 
And I no friends to back my suit withal , 
But the plain devil , and dissembling looks , 
And yet to win her , — all the world to nothing ! Ha ! 
Hath she forgot already that brave prince , 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since , 
Stabb'd fu my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman , — 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature , 
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Young, yaUant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal ^ -* • 

The spacioQS world cannot again afford : 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me , 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince , 

And made her widow to a woful bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety? 

On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier , 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life , she finds , although I cannot , 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I l\ be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors , 

To study fiishions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first, I'll turn yon' fellow in his grave. 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. lExit. 

SCENE HI. 
^ The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey. 

Riv, Have patience , Madam: there's no doubt, his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill , it makes him worse : 
Therefore , for God's sake , entertain good comfort , 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q» Eliz. If he were dead , what would betide on me ? 

Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Elis, The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 

Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly son , 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Q,EUz, Ah! he is young; and his minority 
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Is pat unto llie trast of Rkliard CSostar, 
A mm that lores not me, nor none of you. 

Biv. Is it concluded, he ^11 be protector? 

Q,Eli». Itisdetermia'd, not concluded yet: 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham antfSTANLBT. 

Grey. Acre come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 

Buck* Good time ofday unto your royal grace. 

Stan, God make your majesty joyfiil as you have been I 

Q^Eliz, The coimtess Richmond , good my lord of Stanley, 
To your go6d prayer will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she 's your wife , 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan, I do beseech you , either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, ifshe be accus'd on true report. 
Bear with her weakness , which , I think , proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Q,EU», Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley? 

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, audi. 
Are come from visiting bis majesty. 

Q,Eliz, What likelihood of his amendment, lords? 

Buck^ Madam, good hope: his grace speaks cheerfully. 

Q, Eliz, God^ant him health ! Bid you confer with him? 

Buck. Ay, Madam: he desires to make atonement 
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers , 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence.' 

Q. Eliz, Would all were well ! — But that will never be : 
I fear, our happiness is at the height. 

J^n^er Glostbr, Hastings, on^BoRSBT. 

Glo. They do me wrong , and I will not endure it. ^ 
Who are they, that complain unto tiie king. 
That!, forsooth, am stem, and love them not? 
By holy Paul , they love his grace but lightly, 

»• 105 



d by Google 



16 KING mCHARD Uh 

That fill his e^rs with such dissentious itimonrs. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 
Smile in men's feces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy , 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live , and think no harm , 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
With silken, sly« insinuaUng Jacks? 

Grey, To whom in all this presence speaks your grace? 

Glo, To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong? — 
Or thee? — or thee? — or any of your fiiction? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace , 
(Whom God preserve better than you would wish ! ) 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while , 
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q.EHz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the matter. 
The king, on his own royal disposition , 
And not provok'd by any suitor else , 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 
That in your outward action shows itself. 
Against my children, brothers, and myself. 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-wUl , and so remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell ; — the world is grown so bad , 
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 
There 's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, itt know your meaning, brother 
Gloster: 
Tou envy my advancement , and my friends. 
God grant , we nev«r tnay have need of you I 

Glo. Meantime , God grants that I have need of you : 
Our brother is imprisoned by your means ; 
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while many great promotions 
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Are daOy given , to ennoble those 

That scarce , some two days since , were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz, By him that rais'd me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
J never did incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence; but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord , you do me shameful injury , 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo. Tou may deny, that you were not the mean 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment. 

Riv, She may, my lord; for — 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers, — why, who knows not so? 
She may do more , Sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein , 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
"What may she not? She may , — ay , marry , may she , — 

Riv. What, marry, may she? 

Glo, What, marry, may she? marry with a king, 
A bachelor , and a handsome stripling too. 
I wis , your grandam had a worser match. 

Q.Eliz. MylordofGloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings , and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven , I will acquaint his majesty , 
Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur'd. 
1 had rather be a country serving-maid , 
Than a great queen, with this condition — 
To be thus taunted, scorn'd, and baited at: 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret , behind. 

Q.Mar, And lessened be that small , God, I beseech him! 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 

Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the king? 
Tell him, and spare not s look, what I have said 
Iwillayouch, in presence of the king: 
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I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 

'T is time to speak; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q, Mar. Out , devil I I do remember them too well : 
Thou kiirdst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewltsbury. 

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great aUkirs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries , 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, I spent mine own. 

Q,Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his , or thine. 

GJo. In all which time , you, and your husband Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 
And, Rivers, so were you: — was not your husband 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban*s slain? 
Let me put In your minds , if you forget , 
What you have been ere this, and what you are; 
Withal, what I have been, andwhatlam« 

Q. Mar. A murd'rous villain , and so still thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick , 
Ay , and forswore himself, — which Jesu pardon ! 

Q. Mar. Which God revenge ! 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown; 
And, for his meed, poor lord, heismew'dup. 
I would to God, my heart were flint like Edward's , 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine: 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

Q.Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this world , 
Thoucacodsmon! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. MylordofGloster, In those busy days, 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies , 
We follow'd then our lord » our sovereign king ; 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be? — I had rather be a pedlar^ 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q.EHz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy , were you this country's king , 
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As ISUle joy yon may suppose !q me » 
ThatleBJoy, being the qaeen thereof. 

Q.Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; . 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient. — [Advancing, 

Hear me, yon wrangling pirates, that fall oat 
In sharing that which you have pill'd from me ! 
Which of you trembles not , that looks on me? 
If not, that, 1 being queen, you bow like subjects. 
Yet that, byyoddepos'd, you quake like rebels? — 
Ah! gentle villain , do not turn away. 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch , what mak'st thou in my sight? 

Q. Mar, But repetition of what thou hast marr'd ; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of death? 

Q*Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in banishment. 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thouow'sttome, — 
And thou, a kingdom; — all of you, allegiance: 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glo, The curse my noble father laid on thee , 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper « 
And with thy scorns drew*st rivers from his eyes ; 
Arid then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 
His curses, then firom bitterness of soul 
Denounc'd against thee , are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Q.Eli%* So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast. ! 't was the foulest deed to slay that babe , 
And the most merciless , that e'er was heard of. 

Riv* Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 

Dors. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 

Buck, Northumberland, then present, wept to see it* 

Q,Mar» What! were you snarling all, before I came. 
Beady to eatch each other by the throat , 
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And turn yon all your hatred now on me? 

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heayen. 

That Henry's death , my lovely Edward's death , 

Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment, 

Should all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven? — 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses! — 

Though not by war , by surfeit die your king , 

As ours by murder , to make him a king ! 

Edward , thy son , that now is prince of Wales , 

For Edward , our son , that was prince of Wales , • 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen , 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self ! 

Long may'st thou live , to wail thy children's death ; 

And see another, as I see thee now , 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine ! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And , after many lengthen'd hours of grief , 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen ! 

Rivers, and Dorset, you were slanders by. 

And so wast thou, lord Hastings , when my son 

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers I God, I pray him, 

That none of you may live his natural age , 

But by some unlook'd accident cut off! 

Glo. Have done thy charm , thou hateful wither'd hag. 

Q, Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou shalt hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store , 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee , 
O ! let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe , 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee , the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul ! 
Thj friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st, 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless it b« while some tormenting dream 
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Affinghts thee with a hell of ugly devib ! 
Thou eWish-markM , abortive, rooting hog! 
Thou that wast sealed in thy nativity 
The slave of nature , and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy heavy mother's womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins! 
Thou rag of honour! thou detested — 

Glo. Margaret. 

Q.Mar, Kichard! 

Glo. Ha? 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did, think, 
That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why , so I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O ! let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo. *T is done by me, and ends in — Margaret. 

Q. Eliz, Thus have you breath'd your curse against yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen , vain flourish of my fortune ; 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool , fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself. 
The day will come , that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad. 

Hast False-boding woman , end thy frantic curse , 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q.Mar. Foul shame upon you ; you have all mov'd mine. 

Riv. Were you well serv'd , you would be taught your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well , you all should do me duty , 
Teach me to be your queen , and you my subjects. 
0! serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q.Mar. Peace , master marquess ! you are malapert : . 
Your fire-new stamp of hononr is scarce current. 
, that your young nobility could judge , 
What 't were to lose it , and be miserable ! 
They that stand high have many blasts to shake them , 
And if they fall they dash themselves to pieces. 
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Glo. Good couDsel, marry: — learn i(, learn it, marquess. 

Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo, Ay , and much more ; but I was born so high : 
Our eyry buildeth in the cedar's lop , 
And dallies with the wind, and^comsthesun. 

Q.Mar, And turns thesun to shade, — alas! alas! — 
Witness my son , now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your eyry buildetJb in our eyry's nest. — 
OGpd! thatseestit, do not suffer it: 
As it was won with blood , lost be it so ! 

Buck. Peace, peace! for shame, If not for charity. 

Q.Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me : 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt , 
And shameMIy my hopes by you arebutcher'd. 
My charity is outrage , life my shame , 
And in tiiat shame still live my sorrow's rage ! 

iuck. Have done, have done. 

Q.Mar. 0, princely Buckingham ! Ill kiss thy hand , 
In sign of league and amity with thee : 
Now, fkirbefalthee, and thy noble house! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, ^ 

Nor thou widiin the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here; for curses never j)ass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q.Mai*. I wni not think but they ascend the sky. 
And there awake God's gentlb-sleeping peace. 
O Buckingham! fake heed of yonder dog: 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 
Have not to do with him , beware of him; 
Sin , death , and hell , have set their marks on him , 
And all dieir ministers attend on him. 
^ Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham? 
• Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q.Mar. TVhatI dost thou scorn me foir my gentle counsel, 
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And sooth the devil that I warn thee from? 

O ! but remember this another day , 

When he shall split thy rery heart with sorrow, 

And say , poor Margaret was a prophetess. — 

Liye each of you the subjects to his hate , 

And he to yours, and all ofyou to God's! [Eatt. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Riv, And so doth mine. I muse, why she 's at liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her: by God's holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

(f.Eliz. I never did her any , to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do somebody good , 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence , he is well repaid ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ; — 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof! 

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion , 
To pray for them that have done scath to us. 

Glo, So do I ever, being well advis'd ; 
Forhadlcurs'dnow, I had curs'd myself. [Aside. 

Enter Catesbt. 

Gates. Madam , his majesty doth call for you , — 
And for your grace, and you, my noble lords. 

a.Elis. Catesby, I come. — Lords, will you go with me? 

Riv. We wait upon your grace. {Exetmt all but Glostbr. 

Glo. I do the wrong , and first begin to brawl. * 
The secret mischiefis that I set abroach , 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I, indeed, have cast in darkness, 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham; 
And tell them, 't is the queen and her allies , 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. . ^ 

New, they believe it I and withal whet me 
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Tobereveng'donRiverSt YaqghaD, Grey: 
But then I sigh , and , with a piece of scripture , 
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With odd old ends stol'n forth of holy writ , 
And seem a saint , when most I play the devil. 

Enter Two Murderers^ 

But soft! here come my executioners. — 
How now, my hardy, stout resolved nlates ! 
Are you now going to dispatch this thing? 

1 Murd. We are , my lord ; and come to have the warrant , 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon ; I have it here about me. 

[Gives the Warrant, 
When you have done , repair to Crosby-place. 
But, Sirs, be sudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate : do not hear him plead , 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps. 
May move your hearts to pity , if you mark him. 

1 Murd, Tut , tut ! my lord , we wiU not stand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers: beassur'd. 
We go to use our hands , and not our tongues. 

Glo, Your eyes drop mill-stones , when fools' eyes fall tears : 
I like you , lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

\Mttrd, We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Boom in the Tower* 
Enter Clarbnck and Brakenburt. 
Brak, Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? 
Clar^ 0! I have pass'd a miserable night. 
So full of fearful dreams , of ugly sights , 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man , 
I would not spend another such a night, 
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Though H were to huy a world of happy days , 
So fuU of dismal terror was the time. 

Brak. What was your dream , my lord? I pray you, tell me. 

Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy; 
And, in my company, my brother Glosler, 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches : thence we look'd toward England , 
iiid cited up a thousand heavy times , 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches , 
Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling, 
Struck me (that thought to stay him) over-board , 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
O Lord ! methought , what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men that flshes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold ,« great anchors , heaps of pearl , 
Inestimable stones , unvalued jewels , 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea : 
Some lay in dead men's skulls; and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit , tliere were crept 
( As 't were in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems , 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep , 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scattered by. 

Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of death » 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar, Methought I had, and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost; but still the envious flood 
Stoptinmysoul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vast, and wandering air; 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk , 
Which almost bivst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak, Awak*d you not in this sore agony 7 
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Clar. No, no, my dream was Icngthen*d after life; 
0! then began the tempest to my soul! 
Ipass'd, methougfat, the melancholy flood , 
With that sour ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. ' 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul , 
Was my great father-in-law , renowned Warwick ; 
Who cried aloud , -^ "What scourge for peijury 
Can this dark monarchy afford fklse Clarence 7 " 
And so he vanished. Then, came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel , with bright hair 
Babbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out alo.ud , — 
"Clarence is come , — false , fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, — ^ 
That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ; — 
Seize on him, furies! take him unto torment ! '' 
With that, methoughf, alegion of foul fiends 
Environed me , and howled in mine ears ' 
Such hideous cries , that , with the very noise , 
I treiibling wak'd , and, for a season after. 
Could not belieye but that I was in hell ; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. . » 

Brak\ No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you; 
i am afraid , methinks , to hear you tell it. 

Clar. Ah, keeper, keeper! I have done these things 
That now give evidence against my soul , 
For Edward's sake ; and, see, how he requites me ! — 
Crod ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee , 
But thou wilt be aveng'a on my misdeeds , 
Tet execute thy wrath in me alone : 
0, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children!—- 
Keeper, Ipr'ythee, sit by me awhile ; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak, I will, my lord: God give your gracte good rest. —i^ 

[Clarence reposes himself on a Chair, 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours , 
Makes the night morning, and the lioon-tide night. 
Princes have but thek titles for ^eir glories , 
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An outward hononr for aD inward toil ; 
And for imfelt imaginations , 
They often feel a world of restless cares : 
So that, between their titles , and low name, 
There 's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murddrers, 

iMurd, Ho! who's here? 

Brah. What would'st thou, fellow? and how cam'st thou 
hither? 

1 Murd,, I would speak with Clarence , and I came hither on 
my legs. 

Brak.^ What! so brief? 

%Murd, 'T is better, Sir, than to be tedious. — 
Let him see our commission ; and. talk no more. 

[A Paper delivered to Brakenburt , who r^ads it. 

Brak. lam, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : — 
1 will not reason what is meant hereby , 
Because I will be guiltless from the meaning. 
There lies the duke asleep , and there the keys. 
I '11 to the king; and signify to him , 
Tbat thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 

1 Murd* You may , Sir ; 't is a point of wisdom : 

Fare yon well. [Exit Brakknrurt. 

"XMurd, What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

\Murd, No; he '11 say, 't was done cowardly, when he 
wakes. 

% Murd. Why , he shall never wake until the great judgment 
day. 

\ Murd, Why, then he '11 say , we stabb'd him sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, hath bred a 
kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What ! art thou afraid? 

2 Murd, Not to kill him, having a warrant ; but to be damh'd 
for killing'him , from the which no warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd» I thought , thou hadst been resolute. 
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HMurd. So I am, to let bim live. 

1 3furd. I '11 back to the duke ofGloster , and tell him so. 

2Murd. Nay, Ipr'ythee, stay a little: I hope, thispassion- 
ate humour of mine will change ; it was wont to hold me but while 
one tells twenty. 

1 Murd, How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience are yet with- 
in me. 

1 Murd, Remember our reward , when the deed 's done. 

2 Murd. Zounds! he dies: I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where *s thy conscience now? 

2 Murd. O! in the duke of Gloster's purse. 

1 Murd. Mlien he opens his purse to give us our reward , thy 
conscience flies out. 

2 Murd, 'T is no matter; let it go: there *s few or none , will 
eptertain it. 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee iagain? 

2 Murd. I *11 not meddle with it; it is a dangerous thing, it 
makes a man a coward : a man cannot steal , but it accuseth him ; 
a man cannot swear , but it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his 
neighbour's wife , but it detects him : 't is a blushing shame-faced 
spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom; it fills a man full of ob- 
stacles: it made me once restore a purse of gold, that by chance I 
found: it beggars any man that keeps it: it is turned out of all 
towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, that means 
to live well , endeavours to trust to himself, and live without it. 

1 Murd. Zounds ! it is even now at my elbow, persuading me 
not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd, Take the de\il in thy mind , and believe him not : he 
would insinuate with thee , but to make thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-fram'd ; he cannot prevail with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall man that respect his reputation. 
Come , shall we fall to work? 

1 Mttrd, Take him on the costard with the hilts of thy sword, 
and then throw him into the malmsey-butt in the next room. 

2 Murd. O, excellent device ! and make a sop of him. 
IMurd. Soft! he wakes. 
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2 Mwd. Strike. 

1 Mttrd. No ; we II reason with him. 

Clar. [^aA:tn^.] 'Where art thoa, keeper? give me a cup of 
wine. 

1 Mtird. Ton shall have wine enough ^ my lord anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

1 Mur. A man , as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Murd, Nor you , as we are , loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder , hut thy looks are humhle. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the king's , my looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thod speak. 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither? 'Wherefore do you come? 

BothMurd. To, to, to — 

Clar. To murder me? 

BothMurd. Ay, Ay. 

Clar. Tou scarcely have the hearts to tell me so , 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, hut the king. 
Clar. I shall he reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die. 
Clar, Are you drawn forth among a world of men , 

To slay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? 
What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc*d 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death? 
Before I be convict by course of law , 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you , as you hope to have redemption 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Mttrd. What we will do , we do upon command. 

2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded , is our king. 
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Clar. Erroneous vassals ! the great Kiog of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded , " 
That thou shalt do no mnrder : will you, then, 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's? 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand , 
To hurl upon their head^ that break his law. 

2 Murd, And that same vengeance doth he hurl on thee , 
For false forswearing , and for murder too. 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd, And , like a traitor to the name of God , 
Didst break that vow ; and , with thy treacherous bladp , 
Unripp'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

i Murd, Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and defend. 

1 Murd. How canst (hou urge God's dreadful law to us , 
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree 7 

Clar. AJas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother , for his sake 
He sends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed , 
0! know you yet, he doth it publicly; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm : 
He needs no indirect or lawless course., 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee , then , a bloody minister , 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice , was struck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother's love , the devil, and my rage. « 

1 Murd. Thy brother's love , our duty , and thy faults , 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. Ifyou do love my brother, haten^otme; 
I am his brother , and I love him well. 
Ifyou are hir'd for meed , go back again , 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 
Who shall reward you better for my life , 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
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!2 Murd, Ton are deceiv/d ; your brother Gloster hates you. 

Clar^ O! no; he loves me, and he holds me dear* 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. . Ay, so we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely fiither York 
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm , 
And charg'd us from his soul to love each other , 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster think on this , and he will weep. 

1 Murd. Ay , mill-stones ; as he lessoned us to weep. 

Clar. 0! do not slander him , for he is kind. 

1 Murd. Bight; as snow in harvest. — Come, you deceive 
yourself; 
'T is he that sends us to destroy you here. , 

Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune , 
Andhugg'dmeinhisarms, and swore, with sobs. 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd^ Why , so he doth , when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

It Murd. Make peace with God , for you must die , my lord* 

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your souls , 
Ta counsel me to make my peace with God , 
And are you yet to your own souls so blind , 
That you will war with God by murdering me ? — 
O! Sirs, consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

%Murd. What shall we doY 

Clqr. Belent, and save your soi^. 

Which of you , If you were a prince's son , 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now » 
If two such murderers as yourselves came to you. 
Would not entreat for life , as you would beg 
Were you in my distress? 

i Murd. Belent! no: H is cowardly, and womanish. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. — 
My friend , I spy some pity in thy looks ; 
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0! ifthinc eye be not a flatterer, 
Comethon on my side , and entreat for me. 
A begging prince what beggar pities not? 
%Murd, Look behind you , my lord. 

1 Murd, Take that , and tiUt : if all this will not'do , 

[Stabi fnjfi, 
1 11 drown yon in the malmsey-butt within. [Exit, with the body, 

2 Murd. A bloody deed , and desperately despatched ! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 

Of this most grievous guilty murder done. 

Re-enter first Murderer. 

1 Murd. How n#w7 what meanest thou , that thou help*st me 

not? 
By heaven , the duke sMl know how slack you have been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav'd his brother! 
Take thou the fee , and tell him what I siay, 

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit. 

1 Murd. So do not it go , coward , as thou art. ^<- 
Well, I '11 go hide the body in some hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away; 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit. 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Ring Edward , led in sick , Queen Elizabkth , Dorset , 
RiYKRs, Hastings, Buckingham, Grbt, and Others. 

R.Edw. Why, so: — now have I done a good day's work. — 
Ton peers , continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Bedeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more to peace my soul shall part to heaven , 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
lAssemble not your hatred, swear your love. 
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Biif. ByheaTen, my soqI is purg'd from grudging, hate; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. "^ 

Hast, So thrive I, as I truly swear the like. 

iSr. EdwJ Take heed , you dally not before your king ; 
Lest he , that is the supreme king of Idngs , 
Confound your hidden falsehood , and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect lore. 

Riv» Audi, as I love Hastings with'my heart. 

K.Edw. Madam, yourselfare not exempt from this, — 
Nor you, son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you; — 
You have been factious one against the other* 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hdnd ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. ' 

Q^Eliz. There, Hastings: — I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and mine. 

K. Edw, Dorset , embrace him , — 'jBastings , love lord mar- 
quess* 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. 

K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham , seal thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies , 
And make me happy in your unity^ • 

Stick, Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace , [To the Queen,] but with all duteous love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love. 
When I have most need to employ a friend , 
And most assured that he is a friend , 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, ^ 
Be he unto me. This do I beg of heaven , 
When I am cold in love to you , or yours. 

K.Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham^ 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
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There wanteth now our brother Gloster here » 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck, And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 
Enter Glostbr. 

Gto. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and queen; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy, injleed , as we hare spent the day. — 
Gloster, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity , fair love of hate , 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo» A blessed labour , my most sovereign lord. — 
Among this princely heap , if any here , 
By false intelligence » or wrong surmise , 
Hold me a foe ; ^ 

Iflupwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
To any in this presence , I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
T is death to me , to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love. — 
First, Madam, I entreat true peace of yon. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service; 
Of you , my noble cousin Buckingham , 
If ever any grudge were Iodg*d between us ; 
Of you, and you, lord Rivers, and of Dorset, 
That all without desert have frown'd on me ; 
Of you, lordWoodvillB, and lord Scales , of you; 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englishman alive , 
With whom my soul Is any jot at odds , 
More than the infant that is born to-night : 
I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. A holy day shall this be kept hereafter : — 
I would to God , all strifes were well compounded. — 
My sovereign lord , I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

C/o. Why, Madam, have I offer'd love for this , 
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* 
To be so floated in this royal presence? 

Who knows not , that the gentle duke is dead? [They all sfarfi 
Ton do him injury to scorn his corse. 
, K.Edw, Who knows not, he is dead! who knows he is? . 

Q, ElU* All-seeing heaven , what a world is this ! 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence ; 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. . 

K.Edw, Is Garence dead? the order was reversed. 

Glo* But he, poor man, by your first order died , 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Some tardy cripple bare the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried. 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts , and not in blood , 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did , 
And yet go current from suspicion. 

Enter Stanlbt. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done! 

K.Edw. Ipr'ythee, peace: my soul is full of sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise , unless your highness hear me. 

R,Edw. Then say at once , what is it thou request'st. 

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman , 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw, Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death , 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave 7 
My brother kiU'd no man , his fault was thought, 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who sued to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'datmyfeet, and bade me be advis'd? 
Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love? 
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake ^ 

The mighty Warwick , and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, inAefieldatTewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down , he rescued me , 
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And said, *' Bear brother, live, andbeaMng?"^ 

Who told me , when we both lay in the field , 

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 

Even in his garments ; and did give himself. 

All thin and naked , to the numb-cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 

Sinfully plnck'd , and not a man of you 

Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters , or your waiting-vassals , 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

Tou straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; , 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would speak , 

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholding to him in his life , 

Yet none of you would once beg for his life. — 

OGod! I fear, thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. — 

Gome, Hastings, help me to my closet. Ah, poor Clarence! 

[Exeunt King, Queen^ Hastings, Riybrs, Borsbt, 
and Gri^. 
' Glo, This is the fruit of rashness. — Mark'dyounot, 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale , when they did hear of Clarence' death? 
0! they did urge it still unto the king: 
God will revenge it. Come, lords; will yon go, 
To comfort Edward with our company? 

Buck. We wait upon your grace. lExeunL 

SCENE 11. 

London. 

Enter the Duchess <j/* York, with a Son and Daughter qf 

Clarence. 
Son. Goodgrandam, tell us, isourfktherdead? 
Duch. No^ boy. 
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Daugh, Why do yon weep so oft? and beat your breast; 
And cry — "0 Clarence , my unbappy son ! " 

1^071. Why do you look on as, and shake yoor head , 
And can us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways. 
If that our noble father were aliye? 

Duch. My pretty cousins , you mistake me both , 
I do lament the sickness of the king. 
As loath to lose him , not your father's death. 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that 's lost. 

Son. Then you conclude , Iny grandam , he is dead? 
The king mine uncle is to blame for it: 
God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to'that effect. 

Daugk. And so will I. 

Duch. Peac^e , children , peace ! the king doth love you well, 
Incapable and shallow innocents , 
You cannot guess who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me , . the king , proYok'd to it by the queen , 
DcTis'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so , he wept , 
And pitied me , and kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him , as on my father , 
And he would love me dearly as a child. 

Dvch. Ah! that deceit should steal such gentle shape, 
And with a virtaous Tisor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble , grandam? 

Dueh. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot Uiink It. Hark! what noise is this! 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Rivers and Dorset, 
following her. 

Q.EUat. Ah! idio shall hhider me to wail and weep , 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 
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I H join with black de^r against my soul , 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. Wbat means this scene of rude impatience ? 

Q, Elii. To make an act of tragic violence : -— 
Edward, my lord, thy son, ourking, isdead! — 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves , that want their sap ? — 
Ifyouwilllive, lament; if die, be brief; 
That our swift-winged souls may catch the king's ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
. To his new kingdom of ne'er changing night. 

DucK Ah! so much interest have I in thy sorrow. 
As I had title in thy noble husband. 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death , 
And liv'd with looking on bis images; 
But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death , 
And I for comfort have but one false glass , 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. 
And hast the comfort of thy children left : 
But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms , 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands , 
Clarence, and Edward. O! what cause have I , 
(Tiiine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go thy woes , and drown thy cries? 

Son. Ah, aunt! you wept not for our father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 

DaugK Oiff fatherless distress was left unmoan'd ; 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept. 

\Q,Eli%, Crive me no help in lamentation; 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints. 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon , 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord , Edward! 

Chil. Ah» for our tlaither, for our dear lord Clarence I 
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Dueh. Alas, for both! botlnnine, Edward and Clarence. 

Q. Eltz. What stay bad I ^ but Edward ? and he 's gone* 

CML What stay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 

Dueh. What stays had I, but they? and they artf gone. 

Q, Etiz, Was never widow had so dear a loss. 

ChU, Were never orphans had so dear a loss. 

Duch. Was never mother had so dear a loss. 
Alas I I am the mother of these griefs: 
Their woes are parcelled, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps , and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep , so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep , and so do I : 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they: — . 
Alas! you three on me, threefold distress'd, 
Pour all your tears , I am your sorrow's nurse , 
And I will pamper it with lamentation. 

Jfor, Comfort, dear mother: God is much displeas'd, 
That you take with untbankfulness his doing. 
In common worldly things , 'tis calFd ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt« 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more to be thus opposite with^eaven , 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv, Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother. 
Of the young prince your son : send straight forhiny, < 

Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives. 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave. 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Glostbr, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, Rat- 
cliff, and Others, . 

Gh, Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. — ^ 
Madam , my mother , I do cry you mercy ; * 

I did not see your grace. — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 
IV. ^ 129 
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Duch. God bless thee; and put meekness in thy breast , 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty, 

Glo. Amen; [Aside.'] and make me die a good old man! — 
That is the bott-end of a mother's blessing; 
\ marvel , that her grace did leave it out. 

Buck, You cloudy princes , and heart^sorrowing peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan , 
Now cheer each other in each other's h)ve : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We arc to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-swoln hates. 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join*d together, 
Mustjgentlybepreserv'd, cherish'd, and kept: 
Meseemethgood, that, ^ith some little train. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet 
Hither to London , to be crown'd our king. 

Riv, Why with some little train , my lord of Bucldnghaoi ? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, byamultHnde, 
The new-heal*d wound' of malice should break out; 
Which would be so muchihe more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green , and yet ong^veni'd : 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein , 
And may direct his course as please himself. 
As well the fear of harm , as harm apparent , 
^n my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo. I hope the king made peace with all of as ; 
And the compact is firm , and true, in me. 

Riv. Andsoin^me; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet , since it is hut green , it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach , 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd: 
Therefore , I say ^ith noble Buckingham , 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hii$t. And so say I. 

Glo. Then b^ it so; and go we to determine' 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam , — and you myi^ter , — will you go 
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To glYe your censures in Uds business ? 

[Exeunt all but BucKtN&HAM and Glostbr. 

Buck, My lord, whoeTerjourneys to the prince , 
For God's sake , let not us two stay at home : 
For by the way I *11 swrt occasion , 
As index to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo, My other self, my counsers consistory, 
My oracle , my prophet ! — My dear cousin , 
I, as a child, will gd by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then , for we '11 not stay behind. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL 
The Same. A Street. 
Enter Two Citizens y meeting, 
iCit. Good morrow, neighbour: whither away so fast? 

2 tit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself. 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit, Yes ; that the king is dead. 

2&t. Ill news, by'rlady; seldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear, 't will prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen, 
^Cit, Neighbours, Godspeed! 

1 Cit, Give you good morrow, Sir. 
*i at. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's death ? 
%Cit» Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help, the while! 

ZCit, Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 
i at. No, no ; by God's good grace , his son shall reign. 

3 at. Woe to that land that 's govern'd by a child ! 

2 at* In him there is a hope of government ; 
That, in his nonage, council under him , 
And, in his liill and ripen'd years » himself. 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 at. So stood the state , when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months o^, 

3 at. Stood the state so? no , no , gdbd friends , God wot ; 
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For then this land was famously enriched 
l^th politic graTO counsel: then the king 
Had Tirtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 at* ' Why , so hath this, both by his father and mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came bj his father , 
Or by his father there were none at all ; 
For emalation » who shall now be nearest, 
Will touch as all too near, if God prevent not. 
0! fullofdangeristhednkeofGloster; 
And the' queen's sons, and brothers, hanght and proud r 
And were they to be ruFd, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 

1 Cit, Come , come ; we fear the worst: all will be well. 

3 Cit. When clouds are seen , wise men put on their cloaks ; 
When great leaves tall , then winter is at hand : 
When the sun sets , who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 
All may be well; but, if God sort it so, / 

'T is more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 Cit, Truly , the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily , and full of dread. 

3Cit» Before the days of change, still is it so. 
By a divine instinct men's minds mistrust 
Pursuing danger ; as by proof we see 
The water swell before a boisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were^sent for to the justices. 

^Cit. And so was I: I '11 bear yon company. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter the Archbishop qfYoKK , the yotmg Duke of York ^ Queen 
Elizabeth , and the Duchess of York, 
Arch, Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Stratford , 
And at Northampton they do rest to-night: 
to-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
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Duch, I long with all my heart to see the prince : 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q.Eli%y But I hear, no: they say, mysonofYoi* 
Hath almost overta'en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not haye it so. 

Dttclu Why, my young cousin, it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam , one night , as we did sit at supper , 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother ; "Ay ,** quoth my uncle Gloster , 
"Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace:" 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow , and weeds make haste. 

Duck. 'Good&ith, 'good faith, the saying did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretched'st thing when he was young , 
So long a growing, and so leisurely. 
That, if his rule were true , he should be gracious. 

Arch. And «o, no doubt, he is, niy gracious Madam. 

.Duck. I hope, be is; but yet let mothers doubt. 

Fof^. . Now, by my troth, iff had been i^member'd, 
I could have given my uncle's grace a flout , 
To touch his growth nearer than he touched mine. 

Duck. How, my young York? Ipr'ylhee, let me hear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast, 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old : 
'T was full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam , this would have been a biting jest. 

Duck. Ipr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Ditck^ His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou wast bora. 

York. If't were not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q.Eliz. A parlous boy. Goto, you are too shrewd. 

Jrck* Good Madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q.Elh. Pitchers have cars. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Arth. Here comes a messenger: what news? 
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Mess. Sachnews, my lord, as grieVes me to report. 

Q, Eliz. How doth tlie prince ? 

Mess. - Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dtich. What is thy news? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and lord Grey are sent to Pomfret, 
And with them Sir Thomas Yaughan , prisoners. 

Duck. Who hath committed them 7 

Mess. The mighty dukes , 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Arch. For what offence? 

Mess. Thesumofalllcan, Ihavedisclos'd: 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed , 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q.Eliz. Ah me! I see the ruin of my house. 
The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind ; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 
'Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Dtich* Accursed and unquiet wrangling days , 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were tost , 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss: 
And being seated , and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown , themselves, the conquerors , 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother , 
Blood to blood , self against self: — 0! preposterous 
And frantic outrage , end thy damned spleen ; 
Or let me die , to look on death no more. 

•Q.Eliz. Come, come, my boy; we will to sanctuary. — 
Madam, farewell. 

Duch. Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. Elvi. Tou have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go, 

\To the Queen. 
And thither beat your treasure and your goods. 
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For my part , I 'II resign unto yonr grace 

The seal I keep: and so betide to me , 

As well I tender yon , and all of yours. 

Go; I '11 conduct yon to the sanctuary. [Ewetmt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

London. A Street. 

The Trumpets sound. Enter the Prince ^ Wales » 61.O8TRR, 
BocKiD&HAM, Car£^a/ BouRCHiBR , and Others. 

Buck, Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your chamber. 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince, No, uncle; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious , wearisome, and heavy: 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo, Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the worid's deceit: 
No more can you distinguish of a man , 
Than ofhis outward show; which, God he knows. 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous; 
Your grace attended to their sugar'd words , 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 
God keep you from them , and from such fhlse friends I 

Prince, God keep me from false friends ! but they were none. 

Glo. My lord , the mayor of London comes to greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor t and his Train, 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy days ! 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord; and thank you all. — 

[Eacevnt Mayor , <J.c. 
I thought my mother , and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : . 
fie I what a skig is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no. r 
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Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the sweating lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord. What! wiUonr mother come? 

ffcut On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York , 
Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace , 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck. Fie! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers. — Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 
If she deny, lord Hastings, go with him. 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York , 
Anon expect him here : but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties , God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary! not for all this land , 
Would I be guilty of so great a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate , my lord. 
Too ceremonious, and traditional: 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age y 
You break not sanctuiary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place , 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim'd it , nordeserv*dit; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 
Then , taking him from thence , that is not there , ^ 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men , 
But sanctuary children ,- ne'er till now. 

Card. My lord , you shall o'er-rule my mind for onoe. — 
Come on, lord Hastings ; will you go with me? 
* Hast. I go, mylord* 
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Prince. Crood lords, make all the speedy haste you may. — 
[Exeunt Cardinal and HASTines* 
Say, nncleGloster, ifomr brother come, 
'Wliere ^11 we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel yon, someday, or two, 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then, where you please , and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation . 

Prince. I do not like the Tower , of any place. — 
Bid Julius Cesar build that place , my lord? 

Btick. He did, my gracious lord , begin that place , 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edi6ed. 

Prince. Is it upon record , or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register'd , 
Methinks , the truth should live from age to age , 
As *t were retaiFd to all posterity. 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do never live long. [Aside. 

Prince. What say you, uncle? 

Glo. I s«\y without characters fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice , Iniquity, [Aside, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince. That Julius Cssar was a famous man : 
With what his valour did enrich his wit , 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Beath makes no conquest of his conqueror , 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. — 
I '11 tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord? 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man , 
I '11 win our ancient right in France again , 
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward spring. [Aside. 
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Enter York , HASTines , and the Cardinal 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of York. 

Prince, Richard of York! how fares our noble brother? 

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call you dow. 

Prince, Ay, brother; 4o our grief, as it is yours. 
Too late he died, that might have kept that title , 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. ; 

Glo. How fores our cousin , noble lord of York? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. 0! my lord. 
You said , that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo. He hath, my lord. 

York, And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. 0! my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York, Then he is more beholding to you, than I. 

Glo, He may command me as my sovereign , 
But you haye power in me as in a kinsman. 

York, I pray you, uncle , give me this dagger. 

Glo, My dagger , little cousin? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York, Ofmy kind uncle, that I know will give; 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo, A greater gift than that I '11 give my cousin. 

York, A greater gift? O! that 's the sword to it. 

Glo, Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York, O! then, I see, you '11 part but with light gifts : 
In weightier things you '11 say a beggar , nay. 

Glo, It is too weighty fo|P your grace to wear. 

York, I weigh it lightly , were it heavier. 

Glo. What! would you have toy weapon , little lord? 

York, I would, that I might thank you as jou call me. 

Glo, How? 

York. Little. 

Prince, My lord of York will still be cross in talk. — 
Uncle , your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. You mean , to bear me , not to bear with nie. — 
Uncle y my brother mocks both you and me : 
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Beeause that I am Uttle , like an ape , 

He thinks that you sboald bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck, With what a sharp provided wit he reasons : 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself. 
So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo, My lord, will 't please you pass along? 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham , 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower , and welcome you. 

York. What! will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 

prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York^ I shdl not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what should you fear? 

York, Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost : 
My grandam told me , he was murder'd there. 

Prince, I fear no uncles dead. 
Glo, Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince, An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord; and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[A sennet, Exeimt Prince , York, Hastinos, Car- 
dinal, and Attendants, 

Buck, Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by bis subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn yoti thus opprobrlously 7 

Glo, No doubt , no doubt. ! *t is a perilous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 
He 's all the mother's , from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — Come hither, Catesby. 
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend , 
As closely to conceal what we impart. 
Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way: — 
What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal oLtMs famous isle? 
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Gate, He for his fiither's sake so lores the pdnce « . 
Tiiat he wiQ not be won to aught against him. 
^ Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley ? will not he 7 

Gate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Buck. Well then, no more hut this. Go, gentle Catesby^ 
And, as it were for off , sound thou lord Hastmgs, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower , 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us , 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling. 
Be thou so too , and so break off the talk. 
And give us notice of his inclination ; 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils , 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to lord William: teUhim, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my lord , forjoy of this good news. 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the piore* 

Buck* Good Catesby, go; effect this business soundly. 

Gate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep? 

Gate. You shall, my lord. 

Glo. At Crosby-place , there shall you find us both. 

[^^'^Catesbt. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, Jf we perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 

Glo. Chop off his head^ man; — somewhat we will do: — 
And , look , when I am king , claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford , and all the moveables 
Mliereof the king, my brother, was possess'd. 

Buck. 1 11 claim that promise at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some farm. lExeunt. 
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SCENE IL 

Before Lord Hastin gs' House. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess* My lord! my lord! — [Knocking, 

Bast, [mtfdn.] — Whoknockst 
Mess, One from the lord Stanley. 
ffast. [mthin.] What is 't o'clock? 
Ifetf. Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter HASTiNes. 

ffast. Camiot my lord Stanley sleep these tedious nights? 

Mess. So it appears by that I have to say* 
First , he commends him to your noble self. 

ffast. What then? 

Mess, Then certiGes your lordship, that this night 
He dreamt the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides , he says , there are two councils kept ; 
And that may be determin'd at the one , 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 
Therefore , he sends to know your lordship's pleasure , — 
If you win presently take horse with him , 
And with all speed post with him toward the north , 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

ffast, Go» fellow, go; return unto thy lord. 
Bid him not fear the separated council : 
His honolir and myself are at the one , 
And at the other is my good friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us. 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wiUiout instance: 
And for his dreams — I wonder he's so simple 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers. 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues , 
Were to incense the boar to follow us , 
And make pursuit , where he did mean no chase. 
Go 9 bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
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And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess. I 'U go » my lord , and tell him what you say. [Exit 

Enter Catksbt. 

Cate, Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

Hast. Good morrow, Catesby: you are early stirring. 
What news , what news , la this our tottering state? 

Cate, it is a reeling world, indeed, my lord; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 
TUl Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

ffast. How ! wear the garland ! dost thou mean the crown? 

Cate, Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. 1 11 have this crown of mine cut from ray shoulders , 
Before 1 *il see the crown so foul misplac*d. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? 

Cate.' Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon he sends you this good news > ^- 
That this same very day your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen , must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news , 
Because they have been stili my adversaries ; 
But, that I '11 give my voice on Richard's side « 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent , 
God knows, Iwillnotdoit, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious mind. 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence , 
That they which brought me in my master's hate , 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I '11 send some packing that yet think not on't. 

Cate, T is a vile thing to die , my gracious lord , 
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it. 

Hast, O monstrous, monstrous I and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; and so 't will do 
With some men else 9 who think themselvea as safe 
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iisthon, and I; who, asthonkDOw'st, are dear 
To princely Richard » and to Buckingham. 

Gate, The princes both make high account of you ; 
For they account his head upon the bridge. {AMe* 

Bast I know they do, and I have well deserv'd it. 

Enter Stanlbt. 
Come on , come on ; where is your boar-spear , man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided? 

Stan, My lord, good morrow: — good morrow, Catesby, • 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 
I do not like these several councils , I. 

Hast, My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours; 
And never, in my days, I do protest. 
Was it so precious to me as 't is now. 
Think you , but that I know our state secure , 
I would be so triumphant as I am? 

Stan, The lords at Pomfiret, when they rode ^rom London , 
Were jocund , and soppos'd their states were sure , 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust; 
Butf^t, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast: 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt. 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward I 
What , slmll we toward the Tower? the day is spent. 

Hast, Come, come, have with you. — Wot you what, my 
lord? 
To-day , the lords yon talk of are beheaded. 

Stan, They for their truth might better wear their heads , 
Than some that have accus'd them wear their hats. 
But come, my lord, let's away. 

Enter a Pursuivant, 
Hast, Go on before ; I 'II talk with this good fellow. 

[Exeunt Stan, and Catesbt* 
How now, sirrah! hovr goes the world with thee? 
Purs, The better, that your lordship please to ask. 
Hast, 1 tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now. 
Than when thou met'st me last, where now we meet: 
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Then , was I going prisoner to the Tower , 

By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; ^ 

But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself) 

This day those enemies are put to death , 

And I in better state than ere I was. 

Ptirs* God hold it, to'your honour's good content. 

Hast, Gramercy, fellow* There, drink that for me. 

[Throwing; him his Purse. 

Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant, 

Enter a Priest, 

Pr, Well met , my lord '; I am glad to see your honour. 

Hast, I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath , and I will content you. 

Pr, I '11 wait upon your lordship. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck, What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain ! 
Your friends at Pomfret , they do need the priest 2 
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast, 'Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot stay there: 
I shall return t>efore your lordship thence. 

Hast, Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

Buck. And supper too, although thou know'st it not. [Aside, 
Come, wiUyougo? 

Hast, 1 11 wait upon your lordship. [Eateunt. 

SCENE III. 

* Pomfret. Before the Castle. 

BnUr Ratoliff, with a Guards conducting BiTBKt, Grbt, and 
Vauohan y . to Execution, 
Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this: — 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
]?or truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 
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Qrey. CfOd bless the prince from all the pack of yon ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

yaugh. Ton live, that shall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Rat, Despatch: the limit of yonr lives is ont. 

Riv. OPomfiret, Pomfretl O, thou bloody prison , 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers I 
Within the guilty closure of thy waHs, 
Richard the Second here was hack'd to death : 
And , for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
AVe give to thee our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon our heads , 
When she exclaimed on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabb'd her son. 

Riv, Then curs'd she Richard , then curs*d ^e Rucklngham, 
Then curs'd she Hastbig8:-^0, remember, God, 
To hear her prayer for them , as now for us ! 
And for my sister , and her princely sons , 
BesatisGed, dearGrod, with our true blood, 
Which, asthouknow'st, unjustly must be spilt! 

RaU Make haste: the hour ofdeath is expiate; 

Rio. Come, Grey, — eome, Yaugfaan ; — let us here embrace : 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
London. A Room in the Tower. 

BucKineHAM, Stanlbt, Hastinss, ths BUfiop qf Elt, 
Catkbbt, LoyBL, and Others^ ntting at a Table: Officers 
4{fthe Council attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
Is to determine of the coronation : 
In God's name, speak, when is this royal day? 
Buck. Are all things ready for the royal time 7 
Stan. They are; and want but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow, then, Ijudgeahappyday. 
Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind herein? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke? 
IV. . 145 
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Ely, Toar grace, we think, should sooaest know bis mind. 

Buck, We kpow each other's faces ; for our hearts, 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine. 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

HasU I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But for his purpose in the coronation , 
I have not sounded him , nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 
.But you , my honourable lords , may name the time ; 
And in the duke's behalf I '11 give my voice , 
Which, I presume, he 11 take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely. In happy time here comes &e duke himself. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good morrow. 
I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust, 
My 'absence doth neglect no great design , 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronounc'd^our p«t, 
I meiui , your voice , for crowning of the king. 

Glo, Than my lord Hastings , no man might be bolder : 
His lordship knows me well , and loves me well. 
My lord of Ely , when I was last in Holborn , 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you , send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all ray heart. [Exit Elt. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with yon. 

[Takes kbn aside. 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business , 
And Onds the testy gentleman so hot. 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent , 
His master's child, asworshipfullyhetermsit. 
Shall lose the royalty of England's^ throne. 

Buck* Withdraw yourself awhile; I '11 ga with you. 

[Exeunt Glostkr and Buckingham. 
14B 
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Stan, We have pot yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, istoosuddea; 
For I myself am not so well provided , 
Xs etee I would be , were the day prolonged. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely, Where is my lord , thedukeofGlosler? 
I have sent for these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this morning : 
There 's some conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with such spirit. 
I think , there 's never a man in Christendom 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan, What of his heart perceive you in his face , 
By any livelihood he show'd to-day? 

Hast. Marry, thatwithnomanhereheisoCTended; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter (sLO^TUfL anc^ Buckingham. 

{?/o. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve , 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft? and that have prevaiVd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace , my lord , 
Makes me inost forward in this princely presence 
To doom th' offenders : whosoe'er they be , 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo. Then, be your eyes the witness of their evU. 
Look how J am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is like a blasted sapling withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife , that monstrous witch » 
Consorted with that harlot , strumpet Shore , 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast. Ifthey have done this deed, my noble lord, — 

Glo, If! thou protector ofthis damned strumpet, 
Talk'st thou to me of ifs? — Thou art a traitor : — 
Off with his head ! — now , by Saint Paul I swear , 
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I yrfSi Qot dine uDtil I see the same. — 
Lavel y and Ratdiff , look that it l>e done : 
Thereat^ that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeunt Council, with Globtbr and Buckin&haii. 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me; 
Fori, too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did rase his helm ; 
And I did scorn it, and disdain'd to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble , 
And started when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
0! now I need the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant , 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies , 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd , 
And I myself secure in grace and favour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret! now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. 

Rat Come , come ; despatch , the duke would be at dinner : 
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O, momentary grace of mortal men! 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God. 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks , 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 
Ready with every nod'to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch: 't is bootless to exclaim. 

Hast. O, bloody Richard! — miserable En^and! 
I prophesy the fearfuU'st time to thee , 
That ever wrcftched age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block; bear him my head: 
They smile at me , who shortly shaU be dead. 

[Exeunt* 
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SCENE V. 

The Same. The Tower Walls. 

j^Ti^erGLOSTERomf Buckingham, in rtuty armour, marvellous 
ill-favoured* 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thoa quake, and change thy 
colour, 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word , 
And then again begin , and stop again , 
As if thou wert distraught , and mad with terror? 

Buck, Tut ! I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak and look back , and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw , 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service , like enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices , 
At any time to grace my stratagems. 
But what! is Catesby gone? 

Glo. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesbt^ 
Buck* Lord mayor, — 
Glo. Look to the drawbridge there ! 
Buck. HarkI a drum. 

Gto. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 
Buck* Lord mayor, the reason we have sent,— 
Glo. Lookback, defend thee: here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us I 

Enter Lotel and Ratcliff , with Hastings' Head, 
Glo. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff, andLoveL 
Lov, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Gh. SodearIlov*dtheman, that I must weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless creature , 

That breath'd upon the earth a Christian; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 

The history of all her secret thoughts : 
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So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue , 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted , 
I mean his conversation with Shore's wife , 
He liv'd from all attainder of suspects. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st sheltered traitor 
Hiat ever li/d. — 

Would you imagine , or almost believe , 
Were 't not that by great preservation 
We live to tell it , that the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted , in the council house , 
To murder me, andmygoodlordofGloster? 

May, Had he done so ? 

Glo. What! think yon we are Turks, orfnfideh? 
Or that we would , against the form of law , 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death, 
But that the extreme peril of the case. 
The peace of England , and our persons' safety , 
Enforc'd us to this execution? 

May, Now, fair befal you! he deserv'd his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded , 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

Biick, I never look'd for better at his hands , 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore ; 
Yet had we not determin'd he should die , 
UntU your lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends , 
Something against our meanings , hath prevented 
Because* my lord, I would have had you heard 
The traitor speak , and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens « who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him , and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's words shall serve , 
As well as I had seen , and heard him speak : 
And do not doubt , right noble princes both , 
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But I 'U acquaint our duteous^dtizeos 
WiHi all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo. And to that end we wish*d your lordship here , 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck, But since you come too late of our intent , 
Yet witness what you hear we did in tend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor ^ 

Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
Hie mayor towards Guildhall hiies him in all post : 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children : 
Tell them , how Edward put to death a citizen , 
Only for saying — he would make his son 
Heir to the crQwn ; meaning, indeed, his house. 
Which by the sign thereof was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 
And bestial appetite in change of lust; 
Which stretch'd unto their servants , daughters , wives , 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart. 
Without controul lusted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person : 
Tell them , when that my mother went with child 
Of that ibsatiate Edward , noble York , 
My princely father , then had wars in France ; 
And by true computation of the time. 
Found that the issue was not his begot; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments , 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father. 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 't were far off; 
Because, my Lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck, Doubt not , my lord , I '11 play the orator , 
As if the golden fee , for which I plead , 
Were for myself : and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's castle? 
Where you shall find me well accbmpanied , 
Witb reverend fathers , and well-learned bishops. 
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Buck. I go; and, towards three or four o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. [Exit Bockimoham. 

Glo* Go, Loveli with all speed to doctor Shaw, — 
Go t^u [To Cat.] to friar Penker : — bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's castle. 

[Eaetmt LoYBL and Catesbt* 
Now will I go , to take some privy order , 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 
And to give order, that no manner person 
Have any time recourse unto the princes. {Eofii. 

SCENE VI. 
A Street. 
Enter a Scrivener, 
5cnv. Here is the indictment of the good lord Hastings ; • 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd , 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's: 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together. 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over , 
For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me. 
The precedent was full as long a doing; 
And yet within these five hours Hastings HvM , 
Untainted, unexamin'd. free, at liberty. 
Here 's a good world the while ! — Who is so gross , 
That cannot see this palpable device? 
Tet who so bold , but says he sees it not? 
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought. 
When such ill dealing must be seen in thought. < [Exii. 

SCENE VII. 

The Same. The Court of Baynard's Castle. 
Enter Glostbr at one Door^ and Buckingham at another. 
Glo. How now, how now! what say the citizens? 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord , 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo. Touched you the bastardy of Edward's children? 
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Buek. I did; vitb his contract vith lady Laej« 
And his contract by deputy in France : 
The insatiate greediness of his desires. 
And his enforcement of the city wives ; 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 
As being got , your father then in France ; 
And his resemblance , being not like the duke. 
Withal I did infer yoor lineaments , 
Being the right idea of yonr iiftther , 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland , 
Yonr discipline in war » wisdom in peace , 
Yonr bounty, Tirtne, fair humility; 
Indeed , left nothing fitting for your purpose 
Untouch'd , or slightly handled in discourse : 
And , when my oratory drew toward end , 
I bade them that did love their country's good. 
Cry — '' God save Richard , England's royal Idng ! " 

Glo. And did they so? 

Buck, No, soGo/ihelpme, they spake not a word; 
But, like dumb statues, or breathing stones, 
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw , I reprehended them , 
And ask'd the mayor , what meant this wilful silence? , 
His answer was , the people were not us'd 
To be spoke to , but by the recorder. 
Then , he was urg'd to tell my tale again : --. 
** Thus saith the duke , thus hath the duke inferr'd ; *' 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself. 
When he had done , some followers of mine own , 
At lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps ,- 
And some ten voices cried , *' God save idng Richard ! " 
And thus I took the vantage of those few , — 
** Thanks, gentle citizens, and Mends," qttothl; 
**This general applause, and cheerful shout, 
Argues your wisdom , and your love to Richard : " 
And even here brake off y and came away. 
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Glo. What 4ongueIe$s blocks were they ! would they not speak ? 
Will not the mayor , then , and his brethren , come? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand. Intend some fear; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand , 
And stand between two churchmen , good my lord ; 
For on that ground I 'U make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glo, I go; and if you plead as well for them, 
As I can say nay to thee for myself, 
No doubt we bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads! the lord mayor knocks. 

[Exit Glostbr. 

Enter the Lord 3fay or, Aldermen, andCUizem, 
Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter from the Castle^ Catesbt. 
Now, Catesby! what says your lord to my/equest? 

Cate. He doth entreat your grace , my noble lord , 
To visit him to-morrow , or next day. 
He is within , with two right reverend fathers , 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suits would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke: 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen , 
In deep designs , in matter of great moment , 
No less importing than our general good , 
Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Gate. 1 11 signify so much unto him straight. [Exit, 

Buck. Ah, ha! my lord, this prince is not an Edward: 
He is not lulling on a lewd love-bed , 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans , 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
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Not slee^tig (a engross his idle body , 
But praying to enrich his watchful soul. 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on his grace the sovereignty thereof; 
But, sure, I fear, we shall not win him to it. 

May. Marry, God defend his grace should say us nay! 

Buck. I fear, he will. Here Catesby comes again. -— 

Re-enter Catesbt. 
Now, Catesby, what says his grace? 

Cats. He wonders to what end yon have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him : 
His grace not being wam'd thereof before , 
He fears, 'my lord , you mean no good to him. 

Btick. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven , we come to him in perfect love ; 
And so once more return , and tell his grace. [JSxit Catbsbt. 
When holy, and devout religious men 
Are at their beads , 't is much to draw them thence ; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster, in a Gallery above ^ between Two Bishops. 
Catesbt returns. 

May. See , where his grace stands 'tween two clergymen ! 

Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christian prince , 
To stay him from the fall of vanity; 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand; 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet , most gracious prince , 
Lend favourable ear to our requests , 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion , and rightp-chrisUan zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology; 
I do beseech your grace to pardon me , 
Who , earnest in the service of my God , 
Deferred the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure? ' 
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Buck. Eren that , I hope , vhidi pleaseth God aboYO , 
And all |^od men of this nngoyern'd isle. 

Glo. Idosospecty I have done somo offence, 
That seems disgracioos in the city's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. Ton have , my lord: would it mi^t please your grace. 
On our entreaties to amend your fault. 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you resign 
The supreme seat , the throne majestical , 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors , 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal house , 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock ; 
Whiles , in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts , 
Which here we waken to our country's good. 
This noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 
Her face defac'd with scars of infamy , 
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants , 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Ofdarkforgetfolness, and de^ obliYion. 
Whiditorecure, we heartily solicit 
Tour gradous self to take on you the diarge 
And kin^y gOYenunent of this your land : 
Not as protector , steward , substitute , 
Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 
But as successlYcly from blood to blood , 
Your ri^t of birth, yonrempery, your own* 
For this , consorted with the citizens , 
Tour yery worshipM and loYing friends , 
And by their Yehement instigation , 
In this just cause come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, ifto depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition: 
If, not to answer, — you might haply think. 
Tongue-tied ambiUont m>t replying, yielded 
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To bear the golden yoke of soyerelgnty , 

Which fondly yon urould here frnpose on me : 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So seasoned with your faithful love to me , 

Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends. 

Therefore, to speak, and to a\oid the first. 

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, 

Befinitively thus I answer you. 

Tour love deserves my thanks ; hut my desert^ 

Unmerltable, shuns your high request. 

First , if all obstacles were cut away , 

And that my path were even to the crown » 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 

Tet so much is my poverty of spirit , 

So mighty, and so many, my defects. 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness , 

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea , 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid , 

And in the vapour of my glory smother'd. 

But, Godbethank'd, there is no need of me; 

And much I need to help you , were thefe need ; 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit , • 

Which , meOow'd by the stealing hours of time , 

Will well become the seat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him I lay that you would lay on me , 

The ri^t and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Which God defend that I should wring from him ! 

Buck. Hylord, this argues conscience in your grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial , 
All circumstances well considered. 
Ton say, that Edward is your broker's son : 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife; 
For first was he contract to lady Lucy ; 
Tour mother lives a witness to his vow : 
And afterward by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
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These both put off, a poor petitioner , 

A care-craz'd mother to a many 8ons» 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow , 

Even in the afteruoon of her best days , 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye^ 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of his degree 

To base declension and loath'd bigamy. 

By her , in his unlawful bed , he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate , 

Save that, for reyerence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity; 

If not t6 bless us and the land withal. 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the corruption of abusing times , 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord; your cititens entreat you. 

Buck. Eefhsenot, mighty lord, this proffer'd love. 

Gate. O! make them joyful: grant their lawful suit. 

Glo. Alasl why would you heap this care on me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty : 
I do beseech you , take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it , — as in love and leal , 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart. 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse. 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred , 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Tet know , whe'r you accqit our suit or no , 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in your throne , 
To the disgrace and down&ll of your house. 
And, in this resolution, here we leave you. — 
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Come, dtizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt BvcKiTSiQUAU and Citizens, 

Cate, Call him again, sweel prince; accept their suit : 
If yon deny them , all the land will rue it. 

Glo, Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Call them again : I am not made of stone , 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties , [Exit Catesbt. 

Albeit against my conscience , and my soul. — 

JJe-enfei* BucKiKOHAM , and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage, grave men. 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back , 
To bear her burden, whe'riwill, or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load : 
But if black scandal, or fonl-fac*d reproach. 
Attend the sequel of yourimposition , 
Tour mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God doth know, and you may partly see , 
How far I am from the desire of this. 

May» God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it. 

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 

Buck, Then I salute you with this royal title , — 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king! 

Ml. Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may ft pleas^ you to be crown'd ? 

Glo. Even when you please, forjouwillhaveftso. 

Buck. To-morrow, then, we will attend your grace; 
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 

Glo, Come, let us to our holy work again. iTo the Bishops, 
Farewell, my cousin: — farewell, gentle friends. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Before tlie Tower. 

Enter ^ ananetids, Queen Es^zabetb ^ Duchess i(f York, and 
Marquess q/" Dorset; en the other ^ Anns, Duchess of 
Glostkr, leading Lady IdAKeARur PLANTAeKNKT, Cla* 
rbncb's young Daughter* 

Duch. Who meets as here? — my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ! 
Now, for my life, she 'swand'ring to the Tower, 
On pore heart's Iotc , to greet the tender prince — 
Banghter, well met. 

Anne. God give yonr graces both 

A happy and a joyM time of day. 

Q, Eliz. As much to you , good si^r : whither away? 

Jnne. No fer3ier than the Tower ; and, as I guess, 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves , 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q,EUz» Kind sister, thanks: we 11 enter all together: 

Enter Brakbuburt. 

And in good time here the lieutenant comes. *- 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 
How doth the prince , and my young son of York ? 

Brak, Right well, dear Madam. By your patience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them : 
The king hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 

Q.El%%» The king! who's that? 

Brak. I mean the lord protector. 

Q, Elis. The Lord protect him from that kingly title ! 
Hath he set bouncb between their love , and me? 
I am their mother ; who shall bar me from them? 

Duch. I am their father's mother; I will see them. 

Anne, Their aunt I am in law , in love their mother: 
Then , bring me to their sights ; I '11 bear thy bUme , 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. , 
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Brak. No, Hadam, no; Imaynotleav«i^: 
I am bound b j oatli » and therelbre pardon me. 

[Exit Brakekburt. 

Enter Stanlbt. 

Stmt. Let me but meet yon, ladies, one bonr hence, 
And I 'H salute your grace of York as mother, 
And reTerendlookerron of two fair queens^ — 
Gome, Madam, yon most straight to Westminster, 

[7b the Ducheu qfGhOSTER. 
There to be croimed Richard's royal queen. 

Q.EH». Ah! cut my lace asunder, 
That my pent heart may bare some scope to beat , 
Or else I swoon with this dead^ldlling news. 

jinne. Despitefhi tidings I O, unpleasingnews! 

Dor. Be of good cheer : ~ mother , how fares your grace? 

Q.EUa. Dorset! speak not to me, get thee gone; 
Death and destruction dog thee at thy heels : 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas. 
And live with Richmond from die reach of hell* 
Go, hie thee, hie thee, fh>m this slaughter-house, 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead , 
And make me di^ the thrall of Margaret's curse , — 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's 'counted queen. 

Stan. Full t>£wise care is {his your counsel, Madam.— 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 
Tou shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck. O ill-dispersing Wind of misery ! — 
O, my accursed womb I the bed of death, * 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world , 
Whose unavoided ^ye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, Madam, come: t in all haste was sent. 

Anne, And I with all unwillingness will go. ^ 
O! would to God, that the inclusive verge 
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Of golden metal ,^ that most rouad my brow. 
Were red-hot steel to sear toe to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 
And die , ere men can say — God save the queen ! 

Q.EHz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
Tofeedmyhomour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. Tio ! why ? — When he , that is my husband now, 
Came to me , as I followed Henry's corse ; 
^^l^en scarce the blood was well wash'd from his hands , 
Which issu'd from my other angel husband , 
And that dear saint which, then, I weeping followed; 
O! when, I say, Ilook^donHUchard'siace, 
This was my wish « — "Be thou," quoth I, "accurs*4. 
For making me, so young, so ol^ a widow! 
And, when thou wedd'si, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And be thy wif&(if any be so mad) 
More miserable by the life of thee , 
Than thou hast made me by my d^r lord's death ! *' 
Lo! ere I can repeat this curse again. 
Within so small a time , my woman's heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words , 
And proved the subject of mine own soul's curse t 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Bid I enjoy the golden dew of sleep , 
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd . 
Besides , he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of jne. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart , adieu ; I pity thy compl^dning* 

Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn ^r youcft. 

Dor. Farewell, thou wo6ful weloomer of glory, 

Anne. Adieu , •poor soul, that tak'st thy leave of it. 

Duch. Go thou to Bichmond, and good fortune guide theel — 

troBORd^T. 

GothoutoBidiard, and good angels tend thee!— [ToAsinb. 
Go thou to sanctuary , and good thoughts possess thee ! 

[ Tq Qnem £i,izib£TB. 
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I to my grave , where |»iBace,azid rast lie witli me ! 
£igbty<H|dye«r$ofsorrowha¥eIseen^ > .'. ^ 

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen* 

Q, MIU* Stay yet; look back, wUh me, uDto the Tower — 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender hahe^* 
Whom envy hath immur'd within your woUs^ 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! .:^. 

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. [E^^w%^{ 

SCENE H. 

A Room of State in the Palace. 

Sound a Sennet, Richard, as King upon fas Throne; Buck- 
ingham, Cat^sbt, aPa^e^ and Others, 

K, Rich. Stand all apart. ^ Cousin of Buckin^^hAm ! 

Buck, My gracious sovereign. 

K,Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus Ugh, by thy advice, 
And thy assistance , is king Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day , 
Or ^hall they last, and we rejoice in them? ^ 

Buck. Still Uve they, and for ever let them last! 

K,Rich, Ah I Buckingham, now do I play the touch , 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed. — 
Toung Edward Eves. ~ Think now what I would ,speak# , 

Buck, Say on, my loving lord. 

K.Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 

Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned lord. 

K.Rich. Ha! am I king? 'Tisso; but Edward lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. * 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence , 

That Edward still should live , -^ true , noble prince. — 
Cousin , thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain ? -^ I wish the bastards 4ead ; 
And I would have it suddenly performed. 
What say'st thou now? speak si^denly , be brief. 
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Buck. Tour grace may do yonr pleasure. 

K.Riek. Tot, tat! thou art all ice , thy kindness freezes. 
Say, hare I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck. Give me some little breath, some pause, dear lord, 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I wUl resolve you herein presently. [Exit B ockik&ham. 

Cat€. The king is angry: see, he gnaws his lip. [AHde, 

K. Rick. I will converse with iron-witted fods , ^ 

[Descends from his Throne, 
And unrespectiye boys : none are for me. 
That look into me with considerate eye. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 
Boj! — 

Paffe, Hy lord. 

R.Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Will tempt unto a close exploit of death? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman , 
Whose hiimble means match not his haughty spirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators , 
And will, nodou^t, tempt him to any thing. 

R.Rich. What is his name? 

Page» His name , my lord , is Tyrrel. 

R. Rich. I partly know the man : go , call him hither, boy. — 

[EwitPage. 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels* 
Hath he so long held out with me untir'd , 
And stops he now for breath? — well, be it so. — 

Enter Stamlbt. 

How now, lord Stanley? what 's the news? 

Stan* Know, my loving lord , 
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

R.Rieh* Come hither, Catesby: rumour it ^road, 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick; 
' I will take order for her keeping close. 
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Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman , 

Whom I wlH marry straight to Clarence' daughter : — 

Theboylsfoolteh, and I fear not him. — 

Look, how thon dream'st ! -* I say again, glTeont, 

That Anne my qneen is sick , and like to die : 

About it; for it stands me much npon , 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. *- 

[Exit Catbsbt*.. 
I most be muried to my brother's daughter , 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. — 
Murder her brothers , and then marry her? 
Uncertain way of gain I But I am in 
So far in blood , that sin will pluck on nn« 
Teai^falling pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page , VfUhTrKKEL. 
b thy name Tyrrel? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

R.Rich, Art thou, indeed? 

I^r. ProTe me, my gracious lord* 

R* Rieh^ Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine? 

2V* Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies. 

K.Rieh. Why, then thou hast it: two deep enemies , 
Foes to my rest , and my sweet sleep's disturbers , 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon. 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them , 
And soon 1 11 rid you from the fear of them. 

R.Rieh* Thou sing'st sweet music. Hark, come hither, 
Tyrrel: 
Go , by this token. -* Rise , and lend thine ear. [JFhisp^i, ^ 

There is no more but so: — say, it is done. 
And I will love thee , and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr. I win despatch it straight. [Exit. 

Re-enter Bvcmf eRAM. 
Ruck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. # 
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R.Rich. Well, leHbatrest. BoFsetisAedtoBieliinoQfi. 

Buck. Ihetf tibieaews, my lord. 

R. Rich. Stanley , he is your wifti's son : -^ well look onto it. 

Buck. Itfylord, lelaknUiegift, my doe l>y piromise , 
For which your honour and your faitb Is pawa'd ; 
Th' earldom of Hereford , aod the moveables , 
Which you have promised I shatt possess. 

R.Bich. Stanley, look to your wife : if she convey 
betters to Richmond , you shall afiswer it 

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ? 

R. Rich. I do remember me , — Heory the sixth 
Didprophegy, that Richniond should he king. 
When Richmond was a little peevish iM>y. 
A king ! — perhaps — 

Buck. My lord, — 

R. Rick. How chance , the prophet could not at that time ^ 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom , — 

R. Rich. Richmond ! — When last I was at Eieter , 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle , 
And call'd it — Rouge-mont ; at which name I started ^ 
Recause a bard of Ireland told me once , 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord, — 

R.Rich. Ay; what *s o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promls'd me. 

R. Rich. Well, but what *s o'clock? 

Buck. Upon tlie stroke often. 

R. Rich. Well , let it strike. 

Buck. Why, lei it strike? 

R. Rich. Recause that , like a Jack , thou keep'st the stroke 
betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck, Why, then resdve me whetlrar you will, or no. 

R.Rich. Tho«troubiesime: {am not in the vein. 
« [jEweuntRing^BjcnAKBttndjy'afyt. 
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Buck. And is itlhos? i^pa^s he ttty dieep serv ice 
With such contempt? made I him king for this? 
O ! let me &iok on Hastings, and be gone 
The Brecknock y while my fearful head is on. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

The Saiile. 
Eni&r Ttrrie^. 
Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act i» done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre , 
That eier yet this land was guilty of. 
Bighton and Forrest , whom I did sahom 
To do this piece of ruthful butchery. 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains , bloody dogs, 
Melted with tenderness and mild compassion , 
Wept like to children in their death's sad story. 
"Oh I thus," quoth Dighlon, "lay the gentle brfMSs/'-*- 
" Thus , thus ," quoth Forrest , " girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk , 
And in their summer beauty kissed each Other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay; 
Which once ," quoth Forrest , * * almost changed my mind ; 
But, 0! the devil" — thereto villain stopp'd; 
When Bighton thus told on , — "we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature , 
That, from the prime creation , e'er she fram'd." 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse : 
They could not speak; and so I left them both. 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King RiCHyuu). 
And here he comes. — All health , my sovereign lord ! 
E, Rich, Kind Tyrrel , am I happy in thy news? 
Tyr, If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness , be happy then , 
For it is done. 
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R. Bhk. But dfd'st thoa see tkem 4ead7 

7^. ldid» my lord. 

R.Rieh. And buried, gentieT|Trel7 

7^*** The chaplain of the Tower hath boried them ; 
Btttn^ere* to say the truth » I do not know. 

R.Bich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, and after supper, 
When thou shalt tdl the process of their death*. 
Hean time , but think how I may do thee good , 
And be inheritor of thy desire* 
Farewell, till then. 

Tyr, I humbly take my leare. [Eadt, 

R. Rickt Hie son of Clarence haye I pent up dose ; 
His daughter meanly have I matchM in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham^s bosom , 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good nig^t. 
Now, forlknowtheBretagneBichmondaims 
At young Elizabeth , my brother's daughter , 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown , 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Gatksbt*. 

Cole. My lord! — 

if. Rich. Good or bad news , that thou com'st in so bluntly? 

Cote, Bad news, my lord: Morton is fled to Richmond ; 
And Buckingham , back'd with the hardy Welshmen , 
Is in the field , and still his power encreaseth. 

R, Rich* Ely with Richmond troubles me more near > 
Than Buckingham and his rash-leyied strength. 
Come; Ihaveleam'd, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden serYit<)r to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary : 
Then, fiery expedition be my wing, 
Joye's Mercury , and herald for a king. 
Go, muster men: my counsel is my shield; 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the fidd. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 

The Same. Before (he Palace. 

EfUer Queen MAReARBT. » 

Q. Mar. So » now prosperity begins to mellow , 
Aod drop into the rotten month of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I Inrk'd , 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witness to , 
And will to France ; hoping, the consequence 
Win prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret: who comes here? [Retiring^ 

Enter Queen Elizabbth and t/ie Duckess q/ToRK. 

Q.EUn. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes I 
My un))lown flowers, new-appearing sweets! 
If yet yonr gentle souls fly in the air , 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual , . 
Hover about me with your airy wings , 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 

Q.Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your inflmt mom to aged night. 

Dueh. So many miseries have craz'd my voice , 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute. — 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou deadT 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet dotb quit Plantagenet ; 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q.EU». WiUthou, OGod! fly from such gentle lambs. 
And throw them in Ae entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep , when such a deed was done? 

Q.Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 

Duehn Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal living ghost. 
Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days , 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, [Sitting down* 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood I 
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Q. Elii. Ah ! that thoa wotild'st as soon afford a grave , 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
Then would I hide my bones , not test them here ! 
Ah! who hath any cause to mourn, but we? 

^ [Silting down by her. 

Q.Mar. Ifancient sorrow be most reverent, 

[Coming forward. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory , 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If sorrow can admit society., [Sitting down taith tfiem. 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward , till a Richard kill'd him : 
Ihadajiusband, till a Richard kfll'd him ; 
Thon hadst an Edward , till a Richard kill'd him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard , tilf a Richard kilFd him . 

Duch, I had a Richard too , and thon did^t kill hini : 
I had a Rutland too ; thou holp'st to kilt him. 

Q, Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too , and Richard l^ffi'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound » that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth btifbre his eyes, 
To worry lambs , and lap their gentle Mood : 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work , 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls , 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth , 
Thy womb let loose , to chase us to our graves. — 
O! upright, just, and true-disposing God , 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body , 
And makes her pew-fellow with otiier's moan ! 

Duoh. 0, Harry's wife! triumph not in my woes: ^ 
God witness With me , I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar, Hear with me : I am hungry for revenge , 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead , that kiird mf Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead , to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
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Thy Clarence he is dead , that stahb'd my Edward ; 

And the heholders of this fi*ai(^ play , 

Th' adulterate Hastings, RiTers, Yaughan, Grey, 

Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves. ^ 

Richard yet liyes , hell's black intelligencer , 

Only reserr'd their fiictor , to buy sonls , 

Aiid send tiiem thither; but at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his piteous and unpltied end : 

Earth gapes, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray ^ 

To have him suddenly convey'd firom hence, — 

Cancel his bond of life 9 dear God! I pray, 

That I may live and say, the dog is dead. 

Q.EIU. 01 thou didst prophesy, the time would come, 
That I shotdd wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. 

Q.Mar, Icall'dtheethen, rain flomish of my fortune; 
I call'd Uiee then , poor shadow, painted queen; 
The presentation of but what I was , 
The flattering index of a direful pageant. 
One heav'd o' high , to be hurl'd down below i 
A mother only mock'd with two Mr babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garif h flag , 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A queen in jest , only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers? 
"Where be Uiy two sons? wherein dost thou joy? 
Whosues, andkneels, andsays — Crod save the queen? 
Where be the bending peers that flattered thee? 
Where be Uie thronging troops Uiat follow'd thee ? 
Decline all this, and ^eetf^at now thou art. 
For happy wife> a most ^stressed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 
For one being sued to , one that humbly sues ; 
Fbr queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care: 
For one that scom'd at me , now scom'd of me ; 
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Foronebeingfear'dofally now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey'dofnone. 

Thos hath the coarse of justice whirN about, 

And left thee but a yery prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of vhat thou wast 

To torture thee Uie more , being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place , and dost thou not 

Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 

Now, thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke; 

From which, even here, I slip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, and queen of sad mischance, 

These English woes shall mdLe me smile in France. 

Q.Elis. Othou! well skiird in curses, stay a while. 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q, Mar. Forbear to sleep the night , and loist the day ; 
Compare dead happiness wj^ living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were , 
And he that slew them fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse : 
Revolving this will teach thee how to cursft. 

Q.Eliz. Hy words are dull; 0! quicken them with thine. 

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce like mine. 

[j^onf j^i/een SIar&arbt, 

Duch. Why ^ould calamity be foil of words? 

Q.Eliz. Windy attorneys to their dient woes. 
Airy succeedevs of intestate joys. 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
Let them have scope: though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Dueh. If so, thenbenottongue-ty'd: go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let 's smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smothered. 

lA Trumpet heard. 
The trumpet sounds: be copious in exclaims. 
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£nter King Richard , and his Thiin ,_ tnareking. 

R* Ricfu Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 

Dtieh. O! she, that might have intercepted thee , 
Bj strangling thee in her accursed womb , 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

Q.Elis^ Eldest thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where should be branded, ifthat right were right. 
The slaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown , 
And the dire death of my poor sons , and brothers? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children? 

Duck. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother Clarence, 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q.Eli*, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

Duck, Where Is kind Hastings? 

R.Rich, A flourish, trumpets! — strike alarum , drums! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I say! — 

[Flourish, Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exctamations. 

Duck, Art thou my son ? 

R,Rich, kj; I thank God, my father, and yourself* 

Duch, Then patiently hear my impatience. 

R,Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your condition. 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dueh, 0! let me speak. 

R.Rieh, Do, then; but I '11 not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

R,Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haste. 

Dueh. Art thou so hasty? I have stay'd for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

R.Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well. 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy i 
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Thy8chool<-day8, frig^tfol> desperate, vildand forions; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ventarous: 
Thyageconfirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful , kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name , 
That ever grac'd me with thy company? 

K. Rich. Taith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that calFd 
your grace 
To breakfast i)nce forth of myx^ompany. 
If I be so disgracions in your eye , 
Let me march on, and not offend you , Madam.— 
Strike up the drum! 

Duoh, Ipr'ythee, hear me speak. 

if. Rich. Tou speak too bitterly. 

Duck. Hear m^ a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

R. Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die by God's just ordinance , 
Ere from this war thou turn a con<iueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish , 
And never look upon thy face again. « 
Therefore, take with thee my most grievous curse ; 
Which in tiie day of battle tire thee more , 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'st! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight; 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies « 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 
Shame serves thy life , and doth thy dea^ attend. lE^nt. 

Q, Eliz. Though far more cause , yet much less spirit to curse* 
Abides in me: I say amen to her. [Goin^. 

K. Rich. Stay * Madam » I must talk a word with y«u« 

Q. Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal blood , 
For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, Richard, 
They shall be praying nuns , not weeping <iueens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 
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jr. I&dh* Ton liate a daugbter ealTd EHzabeth , 
Tirtuous and fair, royal and gracteus. 

Q. EH%. And must she die for thiaf a! let her lire ; 
And 1 11 corrupt lier manners, stain her heanty; 
Slander myself as fehe to Edward's bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live on^carr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 

K.Rich. Wrong not her birth; she is a royal princess. 

Q.Eli*. To ^ve her life, I 11 say she is not so* 

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eliz, And only in that safety died her broUiers^ , 

R.Rich. Lot at their birth good Stars were opposite. 

Q.EUz. No, to their Hyea ill friends were contrary. 

K. Rich. All unaYoided is Uie doom of desrtiny. 

Q.EHv. Tme, when ayoided grace makes destiny. 
Hy babes were destined to a fairer death , 
If grace had bless'd Aee with a fah*er life. 

K.RieK Tonspei^, asifthatlhadslainmyconsins. 

Q. EUm. Cousins , indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soeter lane'd their tender hearts , 
Thy head, all indirectly, gaTC direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart » 
To reyel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But thit still use of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys , 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I , in such a desperate bay of death , 
Like a poor bark , of sails and tackKng reft , 
Eu^ all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K.Riehm Madam, sothrivelinmyenterprize. 
And dangerdtis success of bloody wars. 
As I intend more good to yon and yours , 
Than eyer you or yours by me were harm'd! 
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Q. Eli%. Wbat good is cover*d with the {nee of heay^ , 
Tobediscover'd, that can do me good? 

K. Rich. Th' advancement of your children , gentle lady. 

Q.EUz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads? 

R, Rich. Unto the dignity and height of honour* 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory, 

Q. Elh. Flatter my sorrow with report of it : 
TeUme, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

R.Rich, Even an I have; ay, and myself and i^, 
WUl I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs , 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 

Q.EWin Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date, 

R, Rich, Then know, that from my soul I love ihy daughter. 

Q. Elis> My daughter's mother thinks It wiUi her soul* 

R.Rich. What do you think? 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul. . , 
So, from thy soul's love, didst thou loye her brothers ; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it» 

R.Rich, Be not so hasty to confound my meaning. 
I mean , that with my soul I love thy daughter , 
Aiid do intend to make her <iueen of England. 

Q.Elis. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be her king? 

R. Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who else should be? 

Q.Bm. What! thou? 

R.Rich. Even so: how think you of It? 

Q.EU%. How canst thou woo her? 

R.Rich. That I would learn of you-, 

As one being best acquainted with her humour* 

Q.Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 

R.Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q; Eliz. Send to her , by the man that slew her brothers , 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York ; then , haply , will she weep : 
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Tlierefoxe present to her » *— as sometime Margaret 

Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood , — 

A handkerchief ; vhich, say to her, did drain 

The pnrple sap from her sweet brother's body , « 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love , 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

TeU her thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence , 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K.Rich, Ton mock me, Madam: this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Q. Eliz, There is no other way , 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape , 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

X. Rich. Say , that I did all this for love of her? 

Q. Eiiz* Nay , then indeed , she cannot choose but hate thee, 
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

R.Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now amended? 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes , 
Which after-hours give leisure to repent : 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons , 
To make amends 1 11 give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the issue of your womb , 
To quicken your increase , I will beget 
Mine issue of yoiur blood upon your daughter. 
A grandam*s name is little less in love , 
Than is the doting title of a mother : 
They are as children, but one step below, 
Even of your mettle , ' of your vei^ blood ; 
Of all one pain , save for a night of groans 
Endur'dofher, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Tour children were vexation to your youth ; 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss you have is but a son , being king. 
And by that loss your daughter is made queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would , 
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Therefore , accept such tindness as I can. 

Dorset, your son, that with a fearful soul 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil , 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home "" 

To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king , that caHs your beauteous daughter wife , 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother; 

Again shall you be mother to a king. 

And all the ruins of distressful times 

Repaired with double riches of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed , 

Shall come again transform'd to orient pearl , 

Advantaging their loan with interest 

Often-times-double gain of happiness. 

Go then, my mother; to thy daughter go : 

Make bold her bashM years with your experience ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in fier tender heart th' aspiring flame 

Of golden sov'reignty; acquaint the princess 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 

The petty rebel , duU-brain'd Buckingham , 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come , 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 

To whom I will retail ray conquest won , 

And she shall be sole victress , Cssar's C»sar. 

Q, Eliz, What were I best to say? her father's brother 
Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncle? 
Or he that slew her brothers, and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee , 
ThatCrod, the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

K, Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still lasting war. 

K.Rich, Tell her, the king, that may command, entreats* 

Q , EHs. Than at her bands , which the king's King forbids. 
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R.Rich. Say, she sball be a bl^ sod mighty cfueto* 

Q. Elis. To wail the title , as her mother doth. 

R.Rich. Say, I will love her eyerlAstingly. 

Q.EUai. dut how long Shan that tide, ever, last? 

R. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q. EU%. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last? 

R.Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens it. 

Q.EUz. As long as hell, andHtcbard, like of it. 

R.Rich. Say, I, her sovereign , am her sohject low^ 

Q.Eliz. But she, yonr subject, loaths such sovereigntj^^ 

R. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to beT. 

Q.Eliz. An honest tale speeds best ^ being plainly told. 

R.Rich. Then, plainly to her tdl my loving tale^ 

Q. Eliz. Plain , and nqt bonest , is too harsh a style. 

R. Rich. Tour reasons are too shallow and too ffuick. 

Q. Eliz. O , no , my reasons ffire too deep and dead ; — 
Too deep and dead, poor infants « in their grtfves. 

R.Rich. Harp not OB that string, Madasn; that is past. 

Q. Eliz. Harp on it Mill sMl 1 j tin faeafl-strings breafe. 

R. Rich. Now i by my George , my gaarter , and my crowii, — 

Q. Eliz. Profan'd , dishonour'd , and the third usurp'd. 

R. Rich. I swear — 

Q.Eliz. By nothing; for liiis is no oath. 

Thy George , prOftn'd, bath lost his loridBy hoilour ; 
Thy garter, blemish'd, pawn'd bis knif^fly virtue; 
Thy crown, usurp'd, (Ksgrae'd his kingly j^ory. 
If something thou would'st swear to be believ'd , 
Swear then by something dial thou hast aot.wrong'd. 

R. Rich. Now by the world, — 

Q.Eliz. rr is lull of thy foul wro^. 

R. Rich. My father's death , — 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath it didienotir'd^ 

R,Rich. Then, by myself,— 

Q* Eliz. Thyself is self-mis-*us'd. 

R. Rich. Why then , by God , — - 

Q. Eliz. God*s wi^png is most of alL 
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If thou hftdst fear'd to toak an oath by him , 
Theanity, the king my husband made. 
Thou hadst not broken nor my brothers died. 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him. 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head , 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here , 
Which now ,' two tender bed-feUows for dust , 
Thy broken faith hath made the prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rich, The time to come. 

Q, EHz, That thou hast wronged in the time o'or-past; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time , for time past wrong'd by thee. 
The children live whose fathers thou hast slaughtered , 
tJngofernMjouth, to wail it with their age: 
The parents lire, whose children thouhast butchered. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
S^ear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Hisus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o*er-pasL 

R, Bich. As I intend to prosper, and repent, 
So thrite I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms! myself myself confound! 
Heaven and fortune bar m^ happy hours ! 
Day , yield me ndt thy light, nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planets oTgood luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love , 
Immaculate devotion , holy thoughts , 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter I . 
In her consists my happiness and thine ; . 
Without her, follows to myself , and thee. 
Herself, the land, andmanyaChr^tiansoul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 
It cannot be avoided , but by this ; 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so) 
Be the attorney of my love to her, 
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Pleadi?liitlwinbe, notwhatlliaYebeeii; 
Not my deserts , but what I will deserve : 
Urge the necessity and state of times , 
And be not peeyish found in great designs. 

Q.Eliz. Shall Ibe tempted ofthe devil thus? 

K.Rich, Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q.Elisi. Shall I forget myself , tobemyself^f 

K.Rich. Ay, ifyour self's remembrance wrong yourself. 

Q. Eli%. Tet thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them : 
Where, inthatnestof^ieery, they will breed 
Selves of (hemsdyes, to your recomforture. 

Q.EUs. Shall I go win my daughter to thy wfllt 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q.Eiiz. I go. — Write to me yery shortly, 
And you shall understand firom me her mind. 

K.Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss, and so farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Q. Ei,izab^T9* 
B,elent!ng fool , and shallow ^ changing woman ! 
How now I what news? 

EnUr'BjLreuwf; Catbbvt foUoUnnff. 

Rat. Most mighty sovereign , on the western coast 
Bideth a puissant navy: to our shores 
Throng many doubtiul hollow-hearted firiends » 
Unarm'd , and unresolv'd to beat them back. ' 
' T is thought Uiat Bichmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull , expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to wdcome them ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke of Norfolk : -<- 
Batcliff, thyself, — orCatesby; where is he? 

Gate. Here, mygoodloni. 

K.Rich. Catesby, flytothedukei 

date. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 

K.Rich. Batcliff, eome hither. Post.to Salisbury: 
When thou com'st thidier , — Dull , unmindM villain , 

[To Catbsbt. 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke? 
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Cate, First, mfgbty Hege , tell me your hi^btiess' pkaisure, 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him . 

if. Rich, 1 true , good Catcshy^ — Bid Mm levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he cafi make ^ 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate. Igo. , [Bxit 

Bat \V>at, may it please you, shall I do at Salisbury? 

R. Rich. Why , what wouldst thou do there , before I go ? 

Rat. Tour highness told me, I should post before. 

Enter Stai^lbt. 

R. Rich. BIy mind Is ehang'd. ^ Stanley ^ trhat ne^s with 
you? 

Stan. None good , my liege , to please you with the hteiag ; 
Nor Dftne so bad , but well may be reported* 

R.Rich. Heyday, a riddle! neither good flor bad 7 
What need'st thou run so many miles about , 
When thou may'st tell thy tale the nearest Wtiiy t 
Once more , what news ? 

Stan. Rtehmond is on the sead. 

R.Rich. Ihere let him sink, andbethe^seasdnhlm, 
White-liver'd runs^atei what doth be there? 

Stan, r know not, mighty sovereign , bdt by guess. 

R.Rich. Well, as yoli guess? 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorest , Buekitigham , 4nd Mortoity 
He makes for England, here, to claim the erown^ 

R. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the swotd unfisway'd? 
Is Hie king dead? the em(»ire ui^ossess'd? 
What heir of York is there alive , but we? 
And who is England's kin^, but great York's heir? 
Then, teflme, what makes he upon the seas? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

R. Rich. Cifiess foi^ tibat he comes to be your Hege , 
You cannot gues& wherefore &e Welshman comes. 
Thou Witt revolt , and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, my good lord; therefore, mistrust me not. 
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K. Rich, Wi9n Is ^j power » then , to beat hjUn back? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 
Are th^y not now upon the western shore , 
SafeHSonducting the rebels from their ships? 

Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 

/T. Rich, Cold friends to me : What do they in the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty king. 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave , 
1 11 muster up my friends , and iheet your grace , 
Where, and what time, your majesty shall please. 

K.Rich, Ay, thou wouldst be gone to join VFith Richmond: 
But 1 11 not trust thee. 

Stan, Most mighty sovereign , 

Tou have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful. 
I never was, nor never will be fiilse. 

K.Rich. Go, then, and muster men: but leave behind 
Tour son, George Stanley. Look your heart be firm , 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 

Stan, So deal with him y as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stattlkt. 
Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, Hy gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire , 
As I by friends am well advertised , 
Sir Edward Courtney , and the haughty prdate , 
Bishop of Exeter , his elder brother , 
With many more confederates , ar^ in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 
2 Mess, In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are In arms ; 
And every hour more competitors 
Floek to ihe rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter a third Messenger* 
ZMess, My lord 9 the army of great BucfclB^iam — 
K,Rich, Out on ye, owls I aothiog but songs of death? 

lUe stifiifes him* 
Th^e, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 
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ZJHeis, The news I have to tell your majesfy 
Is , that by sadden floods and fall of waters , 
Buckingham's army is dispersed and scattered ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone , 
Ko man knows whither. 

E. Rich. I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 
' Hath any well-advised friend proclaimed ^ 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3ife##. Such proclamation hath been made , my lord. 

Entet afouHh Messenger. 

A Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel , and lord marquess Dorset , 
'TisSjoid, my liege » in Yorkshire are in arms: 
But this good comfort bring I to your highness , -^ 
The Bretagne navy Is dispers'd by tempest. 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks ^ 
If they were his assistants, yea, or no; 
Who answer'd him , they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 
Hpis'dsail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 

R.Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in arms; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Tet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catksbt. 

Cate. My liege, the duke ofBuckingham is taken; 
That is the best news: that the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford , 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

E.Rich. Away towards Salisbury I while we reason here ^ 
A royal battle might be won and lost. — 
Some one talce order, Bucldngham be brought 
ToSali^mry: the rest march on with me. 

[Exetlntv 
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SCENE V. 

A Room in Lord Staniby's House. 

Enter Stakibt and Sir Christopher Ur8wick» 

Stan, Sir Christopher j teli Richmond this i^om me : •« 
That / in the sty of the most bloody boar , 
^ \ My son George Stanley lis frank'd up in hold: ^ 
If I revolt y ofifgoes young George's heads 
The fear of that holds off my present aid. 
So, get thee gone: commend me to thy lord. 
Withal, say that the queen hath heartily consented, 
He should espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
But , tell me , where is princely Richmond now? 

Chris, At Pembroke, oratHa'rford-west, in Wales. 

Stan. What men ofname resort to him? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas , with a valiant crew ; 
And many other Of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their power. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; I kiss his hand : 
My letter will resolve him of my mind. 

Farewdl. {Giving Papers to Sir Ckristovber. 

[Exeimt. 

ACT v. SCENE L 

Salisbury. An open Place* 

Enter the Shmiff^ and Guard, wUk B^CKiKeHAH, hd to 
Execution. 
Buck. WOI not king Richiird let me speak with him? 
Sher. No, my good lord; therefore, be patient* 
Buck. Hastings , and Edward's children , Grey, and Rivers, 
Holy king Henry, and thy Mr son Edward, 
Taaghauy and all that have miscarried 
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If that your moody discontented souls 

Bo through the clouds behold this present hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destruction ! -^ 

Thb is All-Souls' day, fellow, is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls' day is my body's dooms-day. 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wish'd might fall on me , when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false £dth of him whom most I trusted; 
This, this All-Souls' di^ to my fearful soul 
Is the determin'd recite of my wrongs. 
That high All-Seer, which I dallied with, 
Bath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head , 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points in their masters' bosoms : 
Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck : — 
'^Whenhe," quothshe» ** shall split thy heart with sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess." — 
Come, lead me, officers, to the block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong , and blame the due of blame. 

[Exeunt Bucilin&hak and Officers. 

SCENE II. 
A Plain near Tamworth. 
Enter f with Drum and Colours, Richhokd, Oxford, Sir 
Jam«9 Blumt, Sir Walter Hbrbbrt, and Others ^ with 
Forces, marching. 

Richm. Fellows inarms, and my most loving Mends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny. 
Thus f^ into the bowels of the land 

£ve we march'd on without Impedimoit ; 
d here receive we from our father Stanley 
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Lines of fair ccmifort and enconragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 

That spoil'd your summer fields., and fruitful Tines , 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough 

In your embowell'd bosoms , ,.this foul swine 

Is now eyen in the centre of this isle , 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 

In God's name, cheerlyon, cmirageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 

By this one bloody trial of sharp wan 

Ox/, Every man's conscience is a thousand men , 
To fight against this guilty homicide. 

Herb, I doubt not, buthis Mends will turn to us. 

Bluiit. He hath no friends , but what are friends for fear , 
Which in his dearest need will fly from him. 

Richm, All for our vantage : then , In God's name, march. 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings, 
^ogs it makes gods , and meaner creatures kings. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IIL 

Bosworth Field. 

Enter King^tBJk.fii^ , and Forces; the Duke of ^okvolk. Earl 
■ qf SuRRBT , and Others. 

ff. Rich, Here pilch our tent , even here ki Bosworth field, -r- 
Hy lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 

Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk , — . 

Nor. Here, most gracious Kege. 

R.Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha! must we not? 

Nor. We must both give and take , my loving lord. 

R.Rich. Up with my tent! here will I lie to-night; 

[Soldier* begin to set up theRingU Tent. 
But where to-morrow? — Well , nil 's one for that. -^ 
Who hath descried the nmnber of the traitors? 

Nor. Six or seven thousandJs tibdr utmost power. 
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K.Rich. Why, our battalia treble ibata!oo6«BiC: 
Besides , tbe king's name is a tower of streDgth , 
Which they upon the hdrerse faction want. 
Up with the lent! — Come, noble gentlemen , 
Let ns survey the vantage of the ground. — 
Call for some men of sound direction. — 
Let 's lack no discipline , mAe no delay, 
For, lords* to-motrow is a bmy day» [Exmmt, 

Enter, on the other tide qf the Field, Richmond, Sir William 
BRAmDom, OxvoKO, and other Officers. Some qf the So^ 
dieri pitch RicaM0ii9*s Tent. 

Richm. The weary son hath made a golden set , 
And by the bri{^ track of his fiery ear. 
Gives token t>f « goodfy day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon , you shall bear my standard. -^ 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent : 
I % draw the form vid model of our battle , 
Limit each leader io his several charge. 
And part in just proportion our small power. 
Hy lord of Oxford , — you , 8ir William Brandon , — 
And you, 8ir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment: 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him , 
And by the second boor in the morning 
Desire the eeil to see me in my tent: — 
Tet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanlefquarter'd, do you know? 

BUml. Unless I have mistaken his colours mitfdi, 
(Which , well I am assured , I have not done) 
His regiment lies half a mile, at least, 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Riehm. If without peril it be possible , 
Sweet Blunt, , make some good means to speak with him , 
And give him from me this most needM note. 

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I '11 undertake it: 
AndsOy Go4 give yon quiet rest to-idght! 
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Riehm, Good oigl^^^ good captain JQooi* Come, gentlemen. 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business ! 
In to my tent, the dew is raw and cold. 

[They unihdraw into the Tent. 

Enter ^ to his Tent, ^in^ Richard, Norfoi.k, Ratcjjff, and 
Catbsbt. 

K.Rich. What is 't o'clock? 

Gate* It's supper time, my lord; it *8 nine o'clock. 

K.Rich. Iwil|net8upt(Hnight«'^ 
Give me some ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver easier than it was , 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cote. It is, my liege; and allthings are in readiness. 

K.Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to tby charge. 
Use careful watch ; choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K.Rich. Stir with the lark to-rmorrow, gentle Norfoft. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. x [Escit. 

K.Rich. Ratcliff! 

Rat. Hylord? 

K. Rich. Send out a porsuiTant at arms 

To Stanley's regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. *— 
mi me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff! — 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Saw'si thou the melancholy lo^rd Northnmbei^ 
land? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey , and himself. 
Much about cock-shut time , from troop to troop 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K.Rich. So: I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine: 
I bave not that alacrity of spirit , 
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NordieerofmiDd, that I was wont to have. — 
Set it down. — Is ink and paper ready? 
RaL It is, my lord. 

ff. Rich, Bid my guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratcliff, about the mid of night, come to my tent 
And helfi to arm me. — Leave me , I say. 

[King Richard retires into his Tent, Exeunt Rat-. 
CUFF and Catksbt. 

Richmond's Tent opens ^ and discovers him and his OffioeN, Ac. 
^n/er Stanley. 

Stan, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm I 

Richm, Ail comfort that the darl£ night c^ afford. 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law I 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
So mtich for that. -- The silent hours steal on , 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. • . 
In brief, for so the season bids as be , 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-stariog War. 
I , as I may, (that which I would I cannot) 
With best advantage will deceive the time , 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
But on thy side I may not be too forward , 
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George , 
Be executed in his father's sight. 
Farewell. The leisure and the fearful time 
^uts off the ceremonious vows of love , 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 
Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upon. 
God give us Id^ure for these rites of love ! 
Once more , adieu. — Be valiant , and speed well ! 

Richm, Good lords, conduct him to his regiment. 
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IHstrlve, with troubled thoughts, totiketnap; 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down toHuorrow, 
When I should mount with wings of Yictorj. 
Once more, goodnight, kind lords, and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Lords, ifc« vnth Stanlbt. 
0! Thou, whose captain I account inyself. 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath , 
That they may crush down with a hpaTy fall 
Th' usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Hake us thy ministers of chastisement , 
That we may praise thee in thy victory 1 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul , 
Ere I let ilBLll the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, 01 defend me stiU ! [Sleeps. 

The Ghost iifPrktee Edward, Son to.HBNRT the Siacth^ rises 
between the two Tents. , 

Ghost, Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To Sing HjCUABJk. 
Think , how thou stab'dst me In my prime of youth 
AtTewksbury: de^air, therefore, and die. — 
Be cheerM , Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butchered princes fight in thy behalf : 
King HenrT^s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

J7te Ghost qfSing Hemrt the Sixth rises. 
Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

[ToMingBicjikKD. 
By thee was punched fhll of deadly holes. 
Think on the Tower, and me: despair and die; 
Harry the sixth bids thee despair and die. «— 

Yirtnons and holy, be thou conqueror ! [TbRic^MON^ 

Harry that prophesy'd thou should'st be king , 
Doth comfort thee in isleep: live, and flourish. 

ITie Ghost qfChAMumcit rises. 
Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow! 

[To King ^CHXHD. 
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I , that was vasli'd- to death with fbhome wine , 
Poor Clarence , by thy gtBle betray'd to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me , 
And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and die. 

Then ofiOspring of the honse of Lancaster, [7b RiCHMoiiD . 

The wronged heirs of York do pray fDr thee ; 
Good angels guard thy battle I Live and flourish. 

The GhosUqfBxfMBA^ {trbt, andyxv&BAiHy rtse^ 

Bivm Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow. 

[7b Ring^ Richard. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret. Despair, and die. 
Grey, Think upon Grey , and let thy soul despair. 

[7b King Rtchard. 
Faugh, Think upon Yiiuglian , and with guilty fisar 
Let fall thy lanee. Despair , and die« — [7b EMg Richard. 
AIL Awake! and thinkourwiangs la Richard's bosom 

ITq RrOMBftOND. 

WiU conquer 1dm. — Awake , and win the day ! 

The Ghost ^Hastings rises. 

Ghost, Bloody and gi^, guiltily awake; 

ITo King Richard . 
And in a bloody battle ead thy daya. 
Tliink on lord Hastings. Despair, and. die.. — 

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! [To Richmoi^d. 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake. 

The Ghosts of the two yotmg Princes rise. 

Ghosts, Dreain on thy cousins smother'd in the Tower : 
Let us be lead within thy bosom , Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death. 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die. — 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy; 
Good aagels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings. 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 
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The Ghost ofQmen Avnb rise*. 

Ghost. Rlcl)&rd , thy wife , that wretched Anne thy wife , 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee , 
Now fills thy sleep with pertjurbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and die. — 

Thou , quiet soul , sleep thou a quiet sleep ; [TV) RiCHMa^p. 
Dream of success and happy victory : 
Thy advoifary's wife doth pray for the^.' 

The Ghost (^BucKraGHiOf rises. 

Ghost. The first was I that help'd thee to the crown ; 

[To King RiCHAffeD. 
The last was I that felt thy tyranny. 
O ! in the battle think on Buckingham , 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness. 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds ^nd death: 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath. — 

I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid : [To Richmond. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismayed : 
God , and good angels fight on Richmond's side ; 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

[I'he Ghosts vanish* Ring Richard starts mit of his 
dream. 

K. Rich. Give me another horse ! — bind up my wounds I — 
Have mercy, Jfesu ! — Soft! I did but dream. — 
0, coward conscience , how dost thou afflict me ! -* 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself? there *s none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murderer here? No ; — yes ; I am : 
Then fly, — What, from myself? Great reason: why? 
Lest I revenge. What! Myself upon myself? 
Alack ! I love myself. Wherefore? for any good. 
That I myself have done unto myself? 
0! no: alas! I rather hate myself, 

IT. m't 



d by Google 



104 KIN^ MCHARD IlL 

For hatefbl deeds committed by mjself. 
lamavillAio. Yet I lie; lamnoU 
Fooly of thyself speak well: -—Fool, do not flatter. 
My conscieDce hath a thousand several tongues , 
And every tongue brings in a several tale , 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, (perjury, in the highest degree; 
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree; 
All several sins, all us'diaeach degree, 
Throng to the bar , crying all , — Guilty f guilty ! 
I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me ; 
And if idle, no soul shall pity me : — 
Nay, wherefore should they? siAce that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. , 

Methought, the souls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

^n/erRATCLiFF. 

Rat My lord, — 

K.Rich. Who's there? 

Rat. Ratdiff, my lord; His I. The ^y village cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom : 
Your friends are up , and buckle on their armour. 

K.Rich. ORatcliff! I have dream'd a fearful dream. — 
What thinkest thou? will our friends prove all true? 

Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K.Rich. ORatcliff! I fear, I fear, -^ 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K.Rich. Ry the apostle Paul , shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the socd of Richard , 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers , 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Gome, go with me: 
Under our tents I '11 play the eaves-dropper , 
To hear if any mean t6 shrink from me. 

[^a;etm^^t>i^ Richard a>uf Ratclipf. 
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Enter Oxford and Others, 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Richm, Cry mercy , lords, [fFaking,'] and watohftil gentlemeoi 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. . 

Lords. How hay e/you slept, my lord? 

Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding dreams , 
That eyer entered in a drowsy head , 
Have i^ince your departure had , my lords. 
Methought , their souls , whose bodies Richard murder'd , 
Came tc^^ny tent, and cried — On! victory! 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund " 

In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why, then *t is time to arm, and give direction. — . 

[He advances to the Troops. 
More than I have said^ loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : yet remember this , — 
God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 
The prayers of holy saints , and wronged souls , 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks , stand before our faces. 
Richard except , those whom we fijght against 
Hadratherhaveuswin, than him they follow* 
For What is he they follow? truly , gentlemen , 
A bloody tyrant , and a homicide ; 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood establish'd; 
One that made means to come by what he hath , 
And slaughter^ those that were the means to help him ; 
A base foul stone , made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy. 
Then, ifyou fight against God*s enemy, 
Godwin, injustice, ward you as his soldiers: 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down , 
Tou sleep in peace , the tyrant being slain ; 
If you do fight against your country's foes, 
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Tour country's fat sbi^ pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives , 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors; 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your children's children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and aU these righta, 

Advance your standards , draw your willing swords. 

For me , the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's colfiface; 

But if I thrive , the gain of my attempt^ 

The least of you shall share his part ^ereofk 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfidly ; 

God, and Saint George! Richmond, and victory! [B^ewit. 

Re-enter King Richard; Ratclifp, Attendants^ and Forces, 

K, Rich, What said Northumberland, as touching Richmond? 

Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. 

K, Rich, He said the truth : and what said Surrey then? 

Rat, He smil'd and said , the better for our purpose. 

K.Rich, He was i' the right; and so, indeed, it is. 

[Clock strikes. 
Tell the clock there. •— Give me a calendar. — 
Who saw the sun to-day? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K, Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for , by the book , 
He should have brav'd the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 
RatcHflf , — 

Rat, My lord? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day : 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me. 
More than to Richmond? for the self-same heaven , 
That frowns on me , looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 
Nor. Arm, arm, my lord! the foe vaunts in the field. 
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R.Rich. Come, bustle, btiistfe. — Capairfeon>rtiy hdrse. — 
Clill up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power. 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain , 
And thus my battle shaU be ordered. 
My foreward shall be drawn out aU in length , 
Consisting equally of horse and foot: 
Our archers shall be placed to the midst. 
John dake of Nortblfc, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the foot md horse. 
They thns directed, we will follow 
In the main battle ; whose puissance on elthei^sfde 
Shall be well winged with bur cy efiest horse, 
•Ibis, and Sidmt George to boot! — What think'st thou, Norfolk? 

Nor, A good direction, warlike sovereijgti.*^ 
This fonnd I on my tent this morning. iGi^ing a S&tolL 

R.Rich. **JoekyofNorfolk, benottoobold, iReads. 

For Dickon thy master is botigfat and sold." 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen; every man to his charge. 
Let not our babbling dreams affright ottr souls; 
For conscience is a word that cowards use , 
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in twe : 
Onr strong armsl>e imr eonscietiee , gwords our^law. 
March on , join bravely , letin to H pell-^meU ; 
Ifnot to heaven, then hand fai hand to hell. -^ 
What shall I say more than I have infeft^d? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; -^ 
A sort of vagabonds, rasMsab, and ran-^aways, 
A scum of Bretagnes , and base lackey peasants , 
Whom thehr o'ei^loyed country vomits forth 
To desperate adventures and assur'd destruction. 
You sleeping safe , they bring you to unrest ; 
You having lands, and bless'd with beauteous wives » 
They would restrain the one , distain the other. 
And who doth lead them , but a paltry fellow , 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost; 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



108 KINO RICHARD III. 

Fdt so mach cold as oyer shoes Id snow? 
Let 's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again ; 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France , 
These famish'dbe^ars, weary of their lives; 
Who, bat for dreaming on this ibnd exploit. 
For want t>f means, poor rats, had hang'd themselves. 
If we be conqner'd , let men conqner us , 
And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom onr fathers 
Have in their own land beaten , bobb'd, andthnmp'd, 
And , on record, left them the heirs of shame. . 
Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with onr wives? 
Ravish our daughters? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[Drum q/br off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England! 6ght, bold yeomen! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ; 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood: 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 

Enter a Messenger, 

What says lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 

Mess, My lord, he doth deny to come. 

/f. !Uch» Off with his son George's head. 

Nor, My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh : 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K, Rich, A thousand hearts are great within my- bosom. 
Advance our standards ! - set upon our foes ! 
Our ancient word of courage , fair Saint George , 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons! 
Upon them I Victory sits on our helms. [Excimt, 

SCENE IV. 
Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum: Excursions, Enter "Sokvolk^ and Forces; to him 
Catesbt. 
Gate, Rescue, my lord of Norfolk! rescue, rescue! 
Th6 king enacts more wonders than a man , 
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Daring an opposite to every danger. 
Bis horse is slain , and all on foot he fights , 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Rescue » fair lord, or else the day is lost! 

Alariim, Enter King Richard. 

R.Rich, Ahorse! ahorse! mykingdomforahorse! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord; I Ml help you to a horse. 

R.Rich. Slave! I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die. 
I think there be six Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him. — 
Ahorse! ahorse! my kingdom for a horse ! lEwetmt. 

Alarums. Enter Ring Richard and Richmond ; and exeunt^ 
fightings Retreat and Jlourish. jTAen en/er Richmond , Stan- 
ley bearing thejCrottm^ with divers ot/ier Lords, and Forces. 

Riekm. God, and your arms, beprais'd, victorious friends, 
The day is ours , the bloodv dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit thee. 
Lo! here, this long-usurped royalty. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Bave I pluck'd off , to grace thy brows withal; 
Wear it, enjoy It, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all! — 
But, tell me , is young George Stanley living? 

Stan. He is , my lord , and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if you please, we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on either side? 

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert JBnkenbury , and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers iled , 
That in submission will return to us ; 
And then , as we have ta'en the sacrament , 
We will unite the white rose and the red : — 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction , 
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That long hath firowo'd upon their enmity ! — 

What traitor hears me, and says not, amen? 

England hath long been mad , and scarr'd herself; 

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 

The father rashly slaughtered his own son , 

The son, compelled, been butcher to the sire; 

All this divided York and Lancaster 

Diyided in their dire division. — 

01 now, let Richmond and Elizabeth , 

The tme succeeders of each royal hoase , 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together I 

And let their heirs, (God, ifthy wiUbeso) 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace , 

With smOing plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate the edge of traitors , gracious Lord , 

That would reduce these bloody days again , 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 

Let them not live to taste this land's increase , 

That would with treason wound this fkir land's peace I 

Noweivilwmmdsarestopp'd, peace lives again : 

That she may long live here , God say amen I 

[ExeunK 
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PRAMATIS PICESONiE. 



KING H£NRT the eighth. 
CARDINAL WOLSEY. 
CARDINAL CAMPEICS. 
GAPCClUSf Ambassador from 

Charles V. 
,CRANM£R» Archbishop of Canter* 

bury. 
DUKB OF NORFOLK. 
EARL OF SURREY. 
DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 
LORD CHAMBERLAIN. 
LORD CHANCELLOR. 
GARDINER, Bishop of Winchester. 
BISHOP OF LINCOLN. LORD 

ABERGAVENNY. LORD SANDS. 
SIR HENRY GUILDFOKD. 
SIR THOMAS LOVELL. 
SIR ANTHONY DENNY. 
SIR NICHOLAS YAUX. 
Secretaries to Wolsey. 



CROMWELL, Servant to Wolsey. 

GRIFFITH, Gentleman-Usher to 
Queen Katharine. 

Three other Gentlemen. Garter, 
King at Arms. 

DOCTOR BUTTS, Physician to the 
King. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buck- 
ingham. 

BRANDON, and a Sergeant at Arms. 

Door-keeper of the Council-Cham- 
ber. Porter, and his Man. 

Page to Gardiner. A Crier. 

QUEEN KATHARINE, Wife to 
King Henry. 

ANNE BULLEN, her Maid of Ho- 
nour. 

An old Lady, Friend to AnneBullen. 

PATIENCE , Woman to Queen Kaw 
tharine. 



Several Lords and Ladies in the' Dumb. Shows; Women attending upon 
the Queen; Spirits, which appear to her; Scribes, Officers, Guards, 
and other Attendants. 

SCENE, chiefly in London and Westminster; once, at Kimbolton. 
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PROLOGUE. 

IcoMBiiomoretomakeyoiiIaag^: things now, 

Hut bear a vei^ty uid a serious brow , 

Sad, hS£^, and working, foHofstateandwoe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow , 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 

Hay, if they think it well, let&llatear; 

The subject will deserve it : such, asgiye 

Their mon^ Mit of hope they may belicTe , 

May here fiiod froth too : those, that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree 

The play may pass , if they be still and willing , 

I 'U nndertake , may see away their shilling 

Richly in t^o d^ort boors. Only they , 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

Anoiseoflaiigets, ortoseeafeflow 

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 

WillbedecelY'd; for, gentle hearers, know. 

To rank oor chosen troth with soch a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains , and the opinion that we bring , 

To make that only true we now intend , 

WiU leave «s never an understanding friend. 

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as yoo are known. 

The first and happiest hearers of the town , 

Be sad as we would make yet think, ye see 

The very persons of oor noble story , 

As th^y were living; think, yoo see them great, 

And foUow'd with the general throng , and sweat 

Of thoosand friends; then, in a moment, see 

How soon this mightiness meets misery: 

And, ifyou can be merry then, I '11 say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
London*. An Ante-diimber in the Palace. 

Enter the Duke i^OKWotK, atone door; at the other ^ the Duke 
. qf BucKiNGBAM , ond the lAtrd Abbr&aybnDT. 

Bttek. Good morrow, and well met. How have yon done, 
Since Jast we saw in Fhmce? 

Nor* I thank your grace » 

Healthftil ^ «nd ever since a fresh admirer 
Ofwhatlsawthere. 

Buck. An untimely ague 

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of ^ory , those two Hg^ts of men , 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor, 'Twiit Guynes and Arde t 

I was then present » saw them salute on horsebacif ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together; 
Which had they , what foor thron'd ones conld haTe welgh'd 
Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my diainber*s prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 

The Tiew of earthly glory : men might say , 
Till this time, pomp was single; but now married 
To one above itselt Each following day 
Became the next day's^ master, till the last 
Ifede former wonders it's: to*day the F^rench 
Ail clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the English; and to-morrow they 
MadeBritahi, India: every man diat stood 
Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfi^ pages were 
Ascherubins, all gilt: the madams, too, 
Notos'dtotoil, did almort sweat to bear 
The pride upon them , that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this mask 
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Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 
Equal in lustre , were now best, now worst. 
As presence did present them ; him in eye , 
Still him in praise; and, being present both, 
'T was said, they saw but one : and no discemer 
Durst wag Ids tongue in censure. When these suns 
(For so they phrase 'em) by their heralds challeng'd 
The noble spirits to arms^, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fobulous story. 
Being now seen possible enough , got credit , 
That Beris was believ'd. 

Buck. O! you go for. 

Nor» As I belong to worship , and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of eyery thing 
Would by a good discourser lose some life , 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal t 
To the disposing of it nought rebelled ; 
Order gaye each thing yiew ; the office did 
Distinctly his full fimction. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess? 

Nor. One 9 eertes, that promises no element 
In such a business* 

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the rig^t reyerend cardinal of York. 

Buck. The deril speed him 1 no man's pie is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these'fierce yanlties? I wonder. 
That such a keech can , with his yery bulk. 
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun , 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, Sir, 

There 's in him stuff that puts him to these ends ; 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry, whose grace 
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Chalks successors thehr ivay , nor call*d upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-like. 
Out ofhis self-drawing web, he gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heayen gives foiJiim , which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him: let some graver eye 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence has he that? 
Ifnot from hell, the devO is a niggard; 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why (he devil, 

Upon this French going-out , took he upon him , 
(^thout the privity o' the king) t' appoint 
Who should attend on hhn? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
Too , whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter. 
The honourable board of council out , 
Must fetch him in he papers. 

Aber. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken'd their estates , that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck* O! many 

Have broke their backs , with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity , 
But minister communication of 
A most poor issue? 

Nor. Grievinglylthink, 

The peace between the French and us not valoes 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. Everyman, 

After the hideous storm that follow*d , was 
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AUdnginspfr'd; and, Boteonsnlling, hrtke 
iDto a general prophecf, — that this tempest , 
Bashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on 't. 

Nor. Whidb is budded out ; 

For France hath flaVd the league , and hath atUeh'd 
Our merchants' goods at Bonrdeaux. 

jiber* Is it therefore 

Th' ambassador la sileae'd? 

Nor. Marry, is 't. 

Ahr. A proper title of a peace, andpurchas'd 
▲t a supeHIuous rate. 

Buck, Why, all this business 

Our rererend cardinal carried. 

Nor. ' Like It your grace , 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you , 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards yon 
Honour and plenteous safety) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together: to consider farther, that 
What his high hatred would effisct wants not 
A minister in his power. Ton know his nature , 
That he's revengeful; and, I know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it 's long, and 't may be said , 
It reaches fiir; and where 't wfil not extend , 
Thidier be darts it. Bosom up my counsel ; 
Ton 'U find it wholesome. Lo! where comes that rock, 
That I advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal WoLSET, (the Purse borne b^ore him,) certain 
^f the Guard f and two Secretaries with Papers. The Car- 
dinal in his passage Jieeth his eye on BucKiN0HAit, and 
BocKiKeuAM on him, both full m^ disdain. 

fFoU The duke of Buckingham's surveyor? \A\ 
Where 's his examination? 

1 Seer. Here , so please you. 

^6 
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ff^oL Is he in person ready? 

ISecr. Ay, please yoof graee. 

ff^ol. Well, we shall then know more ; and Backlne^aiii 
Shall lessen this big look. [Exeunt WotBEit^ tmdTrairu 

Buck. This butcher's cur I3 Yenom-tnouth'd , and I 
Haye not the power to muzzle him; therefore, best 
Not wake him in his slamber. A beggar's book 
Oat-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What! are ^on ehaf 'd? 

Ask God for temperance ; Uiat 's th' applianee only, 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in 's looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye revil'd 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores me with some trick. He 's gone t' the king : 
1 11 follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Stay, myk^, 

And let your reason with your choler qfuestion 
What 't is you go about. To climb steep hills , 
Requires slow pace at first : anger is like 
A fall-hot horse, who being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Cau advise me like you : be to yourself. 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I'll to the king; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
Tills Ipswich fellow's insolence , or proclaim 
There 's difference in no persons. 

Nor. Beadvis'd; 

Heat not a Aimace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself : we may outrun 
By violent swiftness that which we run at , 
And lose by orer-running. Know you not , 
, The fire , that mounts the liquor till 't run o'er, 
In seeming to augment it wastes it? Be advis'd : 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself^ 
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If with the sap of reason yon vould qaench , 
Or bat alia/, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankM to yoa , and I '11 go along 
By yonr prescription ; but thia top-proud fellow , 
Whom flrom the flow of gall I name not, bat 
From sincere motions, by intelligence. 
And proo& as clear as founts in July, when 
We see each grain of grayel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous* 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck, To the king 1 11 say H , and make my Touch as strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox. 
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous. 
As he is subtle , and as prone to mischief. 
As able to perform H, his mind and place 
Infecting one anodier, yea, reciprocally) 
Only to show his pomp , as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king, our master. 
To this last costly treaty , th' interview , 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i' the rising. 

Nor. Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, Sir. This cunning cardinal 
The articles o' the combination drew , 
As himself pleased; and they were ratified. 
As he cried, "Thus let be," to as much end, 
As give a crutch t' the dead. But our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which , as I take it , is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason) Charles the emperor, 
Under pretence to see the queen , his aunt, 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wolsey) here makes visitation t 
His fears were , that the interview betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity, 
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Breed him some prejudice ; for torn this league , 
Peep'd harms that menaced him. He privily ' 
Deals with our cardinal , and, as I trow, 
Which I do well; for, I am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promls'd , whereby his suit was granted , 
Ere it was ask'd : but when the way was made , 
And pav'd with gold , the emperor thus desir'd : — 
That he would please to alter the king's course , 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know , 
(As soon he «hall by me) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases » 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, ' I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in H. 

Buck, No, not a syllable: 

I do pronounce him in that very shape , 
He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon; a Sergeant at Arms before him, and twc or 
three qf the Guard* 

Bran. TouroflSce, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham , and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton , I 
Arrest thee of high treason , in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck* Lo, you, my lord! 

The net has fell'n upon me : I shall perish ^ 

Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sorry 

To see you ta'en from liberty , to look on 
The business present. 'T is his highness' pleasure » 
Tou shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing , 

To plead mine innocence; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my whit'st part black. The will of heaven 
IV. • 209 
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Be done in Uils and aH tilings^ — I obey. -^ 
0! mylordAberga'nj, f^reyeuwell. 

Bran. Nay , he must bear yon eempany. — The king 

[Tq 1asr«aybmny. 
Is pleas'd yon shall to the Tower » till you know 
How he determines farther. 

Aber. As the dnke said , 

The will of heaven be done , and the king's pleasure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 

The king t' attach lord Hontacnte ; and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor , John de la Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,:— 

Buck. So, so; 

These are the limbs o' the plot. No more, I hope. 

Bran. A. monk o' the Chartreux. 

Buck. O! Nichdas Hopkins? 

Bran. Ho. 

Buck. My surveyor is false: the o*ei^great cardinal 
Hath shoVd him gold. My life is spann'd already : 
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham , 
Whose figure even tliis instant cloud puts on , 
By darkening my clear sun. — My lord , farewell. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
The Council-Chamber. 



Comets. Enter King Hbvrt, Car4inal'WoLaBt ^ the Lord* oj 
the Council y Sir Thomas Lovbll, Officers , Attendant. The 
Ring enters leaning on the CardinaVs Shoulder. 
R.Hen. My life itself , and thebestbeartof it. 

Thanks you for this great care. I stood i' the level 

Ofa fun cl^arg*d confederacy,, and give thanks 

To you that chok'd it. — Let be (iall'd before us 

That gentleman of Buckingham's: in person 

1 11 hear him his confessions justify, 
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^ And point by point tlie treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The King takes his State, The Lords of the Council occupy their 
several Places, The Cardinal places himself under the King's 
Feet on his right Side, 

A Noise within, crying Room for the Queen. Enter the Queen, 
ushered by the Dukes qf Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. 
The King riseth from his State, takes her up, kisses, and 
placeth her by him. 

Q, RatK Nay , we must longer kneel : I am a snitor; 
' R, Hen, Arise , and take place by us. — Half your suit 
Never name to us; ypuhayehsdf our power: 
The other moiety, ere yon ask, isgiyen; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q, Kathi Thank your miyesty. 

That you would love yoi^self , and in that love 
Not unconsider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K,ffen, Lady mine, proceed. 

Q^Kath, I am solieited not by a few. 
And those of true condition , that your subjects 
Are in great grievance. There have been commissions 
Sent down among them , which hath flaw'd the heart 
Ofall their loyalties: wherein, although. 
My good lord cardinal , they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, aspntte^-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master , 
Whose honour heaven shield from soil ! even he escapes not 
Language unmanneriy; yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
Inloudrd^ellion. 

Nor, Not almost appears, 

It doth appear; for upon these taxations , 
The closers all, not able to maintain 

^11 
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The many to them longlog , hate put off 
The spinsters, carders, fiiUers, weavers, who. 
Unfit for other life , compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means , in desperate manner 
Daring th' eyent to the teeth , are all in uproar^r 
And danger serves among thems 

K.Hen. ' Taxation! 

Wherein? and what taxation 7 — My lord cardinal , 
Yon that are blam'd for it alike with us , 
Know you of this taxation? 

fToL Please you. Sir, 

I know but of a single part , in ought 
Pertains to the state; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q.Kath. No, my lord. 

You know no more than others; but you fi^me 
Things, that are known alike , which are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them , and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions , 
Whereof my sovereign would have note , they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear them, 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you , or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K. Hen. Still exaction ! 

The nature of itt In what kind, let's know. 
Is this exaction? 

Q, Rath, , I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd 
Under your promis*d pardon. The subjects' grief 
Comes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance , to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Isnam'd, your wars in France. This makes bold mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them: their curses now. 
Live where their prayers did ; and it 's come to pass , 
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tUs tractable obedience is a skre ^ 

To each incensed isnll. I would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration , for 
There is no primer baseness. 

K.Hen, By my life, 

This is against our pleasure* 

JFoL And forme, 

I haye no farther gone in this , than by 
A single yoice , and that not pass'd me but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues , which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yetwlHbe 
The chronicles of my doing, let me say, 
'T is but the fate of place , and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; which ever , 
As ravenous fishes , do a vessel follow ' 
That is new trimm'd , but benefit no farther ^ 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best , 
By sick interpreters (once weak ones) is 
Not ours, ornotallow'd; what worst, as oft. 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still , 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at , 
We should take root here, where we sit, or sit 
8tate statues only. 

K.Hen» Things done well , 

And with a care , exempt themselves from fear : 
Things done ^thout example , in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws. 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each? 
A trembling contribution ! Why , we take , 
From every tree, Idp, bark, and part o' the timber; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thushack'd, 

2iZ 
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Hit ftir will drink the sap. Toey^cpuoty 
Where this is qaestion'd send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission. Praj, look to 't; 
I pnt it to your care. 

fFol. A word with yon. [Ta tkk Secretary • 

Let there be letters writ to «¥ery shire , 
Of the king's grace and pardon. Ihe griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me t let it be nois'd , 
That through our into^ession this revokement 
And pard^ comes. I shall anon adrise yon 
Farther in the proceeding. " [Exit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor, 

Q. Rath, I am sorry that the duke of Buckingham 
Is ran in your displeasure. 

R. Hen. It grieves many : 

The gentleman is learn'd, and a most rare speaker; 
To nature none more bouud; his trailing such , 
That he may ftirnish and instruct great teachers , 
And never seek for aid out of himself: yet see , 
When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not wen disposed, the mind growing once conrupt. 
They turn to vicious forms , ten times more u^y 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete , 
Who was enrolled 'mongst wonders , and when we , 
Almost with ravish*d listening , could not find 
His hour ofspeech a minute; he, my lady, 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his , «nd is become as black 
Asifbesmear'dinhell. Sit by us; you shall hear 

S^s was his gentleman in trust) of him 
mgs to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-redted practices , whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too muc|« « 

fToL. Stand forth; and with bold ^irit relate what you, 

2U 
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Most like a careful subject , htye collected 
Out of the duke of Buckin^am. 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Swrv, First, it was usual with liim , everyday 
It would infect his speech , that if the king 
Should without issue die , he 'd carry it so 
To make the sceptre his. These very words 
I 've heard him utter to his son-in-law , 
Lord Aberga'ny, to whom by oath he menaced 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

fToL Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish , to your hi^ person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you » to your friends. 

Q. Kath. 'ilti learn'd lord cardinal , 

Deliver all with charity. 

K,Hen. Speak on. 

How grounded he his title to the crown , 
Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak auc^7 

Surv. He was brouj^t to this 

By a vaiQ prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K, Hen. What was that Hopkins? 

Surv, Shr, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K.Hen. ^ How know'st thou this? 

Surv, Not long before your highness sped to France, 
The duke being at die Rose , within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultoey , did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I repMed , 
Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious , 
To the king's danger. Presently the duke 
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed; and that he doubted , 
'T would prove the verity of certain words. 

215 
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Spoke by a holy monk; "that oft," says he, 

** Hath sent to me , wishing me to permit 

John de la Car , my chaplain , a choice hour 

To hear from him a matter of some moment : 

Whom after , under the confession's seal. 

He solemnly had sworn , that what he spoke 

My chaplain to no creature living, but 

Tome, should utter, with demure conCdence , 

This pausiogly ensu'd , — Neither the king , nor 's heirs , 

(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 

To gain the love o' the commonalty: the duke 

Shall govern England/' 

Q. Kath. If I know you well , 

Ton were the duke's surveyor , and lost your office 
On the complaint o' the tenants : take good heed , 
You charge not in yoiu* spleen a noble person , 
And spoil your nobler soul. I say, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K. Hen^ Let him on. — 

Go forward. 

Sum, On my soul, 1 11 speak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke , by the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 't was dangerous for him , 
To ruminate on this so far, until 
It foig'd him some design , which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: Heanswer'd, **Tush! 
It can do me no damage : " adding farther, 
That had the king in his last sickness fdl'd , 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

K.Hen. ' Hal what, so rank? Ah, ha! 

There's mischief in this man. — Canst thou say farther? 

Sun>. In can, my liege. 

K* Heru Proceed. 

Snrv. , Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About Sir William Blomer , — . 

21G 
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K, Hen* I rttBjBiiibMr, 

Of such ji time: being my sworn senrant , 
The duke retained him his. ^- But on : what henee? 

, Surv. «*If," quoth be, •'Iliorthisbadbeeneonmiitted, 
As, to the Tower, I thought, I would have play'd 
The part my £ither meant to act upon 
Th' usurper Rieliard; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in *s presence, which if granted. 
As lie made semblanee of his duty , would 
Haye put his fejiife into him." 

K.Hen. A giant traitor! 

^ol. Now, Madam, may his highness lire in freedom , 
And this man out of prison ? 

Q.Kath. God mend all! 

K, Hen. There 's something more would out of thee: what 
say'st? 

Sun). After <* the duke his father," with << the knife ." 
He stretch'd him , and, with one hand on his daggeir. 
Another spread on 's breast, mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was , — were he evil us'd , he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K.Hen, There 's hfe period , 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attaeh'd ; 
Call him to present trial: if he may 
Findmravyinthelaw, 'tis his; if none. 
Let him not seek't of us. By di^ and night , 
He's traitor to the hei^t. [EwewU. 

SCENE IIL 
A Room in tiie Palace. 
Enter the Lord Camberlain , and Lord Sabos. 
Cham. Is 't possible, the spells of FraiM^efibodd juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 

Sands. New euatoms, 

217 
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Though they be never so ridiculous , 
' Nay , let 'em be unmanly , yet are follow'd. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage is hot merely 
A fit or two o' the face ; but they are shrewd ones , 
For when they hold 'em , you would swear directly , 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius , they iLeep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones: one would 
take it, 
That never saw 'em pace before , the spavin , 
A ^ringhalt rdgn'd among them. 

Cham. Death! my lord, 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too , 
That , sore , they 've worn out Christendom. How now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovbll. 

Lov. Taith, my lord, 

I hear of none , but the new proclamation 
That '9€lapp*d upon the court^f;ate. 

Cham. What is 't for? 

Lov. the reformation of our travelled gallants , 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I am glad His there: now, I would pray our monsieurs 
To think an English courtier may be wise , 
And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 

(For so run the coiiditions) leave those renuunts . 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto , as fights and fireworks ; 
Abusing better men than they can be. 
Out of a foreign wisdom ; renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis , and tall stockings , 
Short blister'd breeches , and those types of travel , 
And understand again like honest men , 

M8 
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Or pack to their old pkyfenovs: tbere, Itakeit, 

They may, cumprivilegio^ wear away 

The lag end of their lewdness , and be langh'd at. 

Sands. 'T is time to give 'em physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham, What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities. 

Lov, Ay, marry, 

There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French song, and a fiddle, hasnofeUow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them I I am glad they 're going. 
For » sure , there 's no converting of them : now , 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten « 
A long time out of play , may bring his plain-song , 
And have an hour of hearing, and, by'r-lady, 
Held current music too. 

Cham, Well said , lord Sands : 

Tour colt's tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands, No, my lord; 

Vor shall not , while I have a stump. 

Cham,- Sir ThonuuB, 

Whither were you a going? 

Lov, To the cardinal's. 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O! t is true: 

This ni^t he makes a supper , and a great one , 
To many lords and ladies : there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom , 1 11 assure you. 

Lev, That churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed , 
A band as fruitful as the land that feeds us : 
Ifis dews fall every where. 

Cham, . No doubt, he's noble; 

He had a bhck mouth that said other of him. 

Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal: in him, 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine. 

%\9 
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Men of his way shodd be moell&eral; 
Thej are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are so; 

But few now glye so great ones. My barge.slays ; 
Your lordship shall along : — Come , good Sir Thomas , 
We ^all be late else ; which I would not be , 
For I was spoke to , with Sir Henry Guildford , 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship's. [Eajeimt.^ 

SCENE IV. 
The Presenc»-Chan^ in Yorii-Place. 

Hautboy*. A small Table under a State for the Cardinal, a 
longer Table/or the Guestsf then enter ksvK Bullen, and 
divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as Guests, at one 
door; at another door, enter S^Bxh^t GmLn^ORD. 
Guild. Ladies » a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all: this night he dedicates 
To fidr content , and you. None here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bery , has brought wiUi her 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry 
As first good company, good wine, good welcome 
Can make good people. — O, my lord! y* are tardy; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Tuomas 

. LOVELL. 

The very thought of this fiiir company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham. You are young, Sir Harry OuUdfinrd. 

Sands. SirlliomasLoTell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him , some of these 
Shoidd find a running banquet ere they rested , 
I think, would better please 'em t by my life, 
They are a sweet socie^ of fair ones. 

Lov. O y Uiat your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these. 

WO 
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Sands. I'would, Iverer 

They should Gnd easy penance^ 

Lov. Faith, how easy? 

Sands, As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham, 8weet ladies, will it please you sit? SirHan^, 
Place you that side , I 'II take the charge of this : 
His grace is entering. — Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women placed together makes cold weather : — 
Hy lord Sands , you are one will keep 'em waking ; 
Pray , sit between these ladies. 

Sands, By my faith. 

And thank your lordship. — By your leave , sweet ladies : 

[Seats himself between Ani^b Buli.bn and another 
Lady, 
If I chance to talk a little wild , forgiye me ; 
I had it from my fether. 

Aime. Was he mad. Sir? 

Sands, 0! very mad, exceeding mad ; in love too; 
But he would bite none : just as I do now , 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisst^ her. 

Cham, Well saiid , my lord. — 

So , DOW you are fairly seated. — Gentlemen , 
The penance lies on you, if these &ir ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands, Formylitflecafe, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys* Enter Cardinal Wolsey ^ attended , and takes 
his state, 

WoL T' are welcome, my fair guests : that noble lady, 
Or gentleman , that is not freely merry , 
Is not my friend. This, to confirm oiy wdoooae ; 
And to yoo all good health. [Drinks. 

Sands, Your grace is noble : 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks , 
And save me so much talking. 

fFoL 1^ lord Sands, 
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I am beholding to yon : cheer your neighboors. — 
Ladies, yoo are not merry : — genUemen, ^ 

Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheelcs, my lord; then, ve shall have 'em 
Talk OS to silence. 

Arme. You are a merry gamester , 

Hy lord Sands. 

Sands, Yes, ifl make my play. 

Here '8 to your ladyship ; and pledge it. Madam, 
For 't is to such a thing , — 

Jnne» You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 

[Drum and Trumpets unthin; Chambers discharged. 

^ol.^ What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, some of you. {Exit a Servant. 

JFol. What warlike voice, 

And to what end is thi^? — Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By aH the laws of war y' are priyOeg'd. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now! what is 't? 

Serv. A noble troop of strangers. 

For so they seem: they've left their barge, and landed; 
And hither make , as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

^ol. Good lord chamberlain , 

Go, give them welcome; you can speak the French tongue : 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 
Into our prepuce, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at ftdl upon them. — Some attend him. — 

[Exit Chamberlain attended. All arise , and Tables 
removed. 
You have now a broken banquet; but we H mend it 
A good digestion to you aH ; and t once more , 
I shower t welcome on ye. — Welcome all. 
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HaUtb&ys, Enter the King^ and Others ^ as Maskers, habited 
HkeShephMU^ ushered by the Lord Chamberlain. Theypau 
direetly b^ore the Cardinal, and gracqfltlly salute Mm* 

A noble company! what are their pleasures? 

Cham* Because they speak no English, thus tiiey pray*d 
To tell your grace : ^- That , haying heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here , they could do no less , 
Out of Uie great respect they bear to beauty , 
But leave their flocks , and under your fair conduct , 
Craye leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

^oh Say, lord chamberlain. 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I pay them 
A thousand thanks » and pray them take their pleasures. 

[Ladies chosen for the Dance. The King takes Annb 

BULLEM. 

R.Hen. The £iirest hand I ever toueh'd. 0, beauty 1 ■« 
TiU now I never knew thee. [Music. ' Dance. 

fFol. My lord,— 

Cham. Tour grace? 

fToL Pray tell them thus much from ma. 

There should be one amongst them , by his person , 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom , 
If I but knew him , with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Cham, goes to the Maskers, and returns. 

Wol. What say they? 

Cham. 8uchaone, they all confess, 

There is, indeed; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

JFol. Let me see then. — 

[Comes fi'om his State. 
By all your good leaves , gentlemen , here I '11 make 
My royal choice. 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



24 KING HJSNRT VIU. 

iP. Hen. Tou hate found liim , cardinal. 

TouholdafMraMenibly; yoadowell, lord: 
Ton are a churchman , or, I '11 tell you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 

JToU I am glad, 

Tour grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen. My ibrd chamberlain , 

Pr'ythee, come hither. What fair lady 's that? 

Cham, An 't please your grace, Sir Thomas BuUen's 
daughter, — 
The Tiseount Rochford , — one of her hi^ness' women. 

R.Hen* By heaven, she is a dainty one. — Sweet-hearl, 
I were unmannerly to take you out , 
And not to kiss you. — A health , gentlemen I 
Let it go round. 

ff^oU Sir Thomas LoveU, is the banquet ready 
r the priyy chamber? 
Hiov. Yes, my lord. 

fFol. Tour grace, 

Ifoar, with dandng is a little heated. 

R.Hen. I fear, too much. 

fFoL There's fresher air, my lord. 

In the next chamber. 

K.Hen, Lead in your ladies, everyone. — Sweet partner^ 
I must not yet forsake you. -r Let 's be merry. 
Good my lord cardinal : I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these feir ladies, and a measure 
To-lead them once again ; and then let 's dream 
Who 's best in favour. — Let the music knock it. 

[Exeuniwith IVwi^ti. 
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* ACT IL SCENE I. 
A Street. 

Enter TufO Gentiemerif meeiit^, 

1 Oent. Whither away so ftst? 

2 Gent. 0!^ God save you. 
E'en to the hall, to hear what shall become 

Of the great dnke of BuGkingham. 

1 Gent. 1 '11 save you 
That labour, Sir. All 'sdow done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent. Were you there? 
iGeni. Tea, indeed, was I. 

2 Genu ^Pray, speak what has happen'd. 

1 Gent. Tou may guess quickly what. 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty? 

1 Gent, Yes , truly is he , and condemned upon it. 

2 Gent. I am sorry fo^*t. 

1 Gent. So are a number more. 

2 Gent. But, pray, howpass'dit? 

1 Gent. 1 11 teU you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar; where, to his accusations ' 
He pleaded still not guil^, andalleg'd 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary , 
Urg^d on the examinations , proofe , confessions 
Of divers witnesses, whidi the duke desir*d 
To have brought , vivd voce , to his foce : 
At which appeared against him , his surveyor; 
Sir Gilbert Peck his chanedlor ; and John Car , 
Confessor to Mm; wlthdiatdevil^monk, 
Hopkins, that made this misd^ef. 

%GetU. That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies? 

1 Gent. The same. 

All these accus'd him stronglf ; which he &in 
IV, 225 
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Would have flang from him, but, indeed, he could not: 
And so his peers, upon this evidence, '* 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke y. and learnedly, for life; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Genu After all this, how did he bear himself? 

1 Gent, When be was brought again to the bar , to hear 
fiis knell rung out, his judgment, hewasstirr'd 

With such an agony ; he sweat extremely , 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty: 
But he fell to himself again , and sweetly 
In all the rest show'd a most noble patience. 

2 Gent, I do not think , he fears death. 

1 Gent, Sure , he does not; 

He was never so womanish: the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

^ Gent. Certainly, 

The cardinal is the end of this* 

1 Gent. T is likely, 
By all conjectures : first, ^dare's attainder, 
Then deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too , 
Lest he should help his father. . 
- %Gent That trick j>f state 

Was a deep envious one. 

\ Gent At Ids return, 

No doubt , he will requite it. This is noted. 
And generally; whoever the king favours, 
The cardinal instantly will find employment , 
. And far enough from court too. 

2 Gent» All the commons 
Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 

They love and dote on; call him, bounteous Buckingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy — 

IGent. Stay there, Sir; 

And see the noble ruin'd man you speak of. 
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Enter Buckingham ^rom his Arraignment; Tipstaves before 
him; the Anb^ with the Edge towards Mm; Halberds on each 
Side; accompanied with Sir Xhouas Loybll, Sir ffiCHOLAs 
Vaux, iSitr William Sands, and common peopfe. 

2 Gent. Let 's stand close , and behold him. 

^uck. All good people, 

Yon that thns far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I say , and then go home and lose me. 
I have this day received a traitor's Judgment, 
And by that name must die: yet, heaven bear witness 
And if I have a conscience let it siiik me , . ' 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithrul. 
The law I bear no malice for my death , 
It has done upon the premises but justice ; 
But those that sought it I could wish more Christians : 
Be what they will , I heartily forgive them. 
Yet let them look they glory not in mischief. 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against them. 
For farther life in this world I ne'er hope , 
Nor will I sue , althoughihe king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov'd me. 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham , 
His noble Mends and fellows , whom to leate 
Is only bitter to him , only dying , 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 
And , as the long divorce of steel falls on me , 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice , 
And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on , o' God's name. 

Lov. I do beseech your grace for charity , 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you. 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be those numberless offences 
'Gainst me, that I can not take peace with: no black envy 
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dhall make m j grave. Commend me to his grace ; 
And , if be speak of Backing^am , pray , teli hin^, 
Ton met him half in heaven. Hy vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's; and, till my sotd forsake , 
Shall cry for blessings on him ; may he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years 1 
Everbelov'd, and loving, may his rule be I 
And when old time shall lead him to his end , 
Goodness and he fill np one monument ! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct jfour grace ; 
Then, give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Yaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Faux. Prq)are there! 

The dnke is coming: see, the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buek. Nay, SirNichdas, 

Let it alone : my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable, 
AnddukeofBuckin^am; now, poor Edward Bohun: 
Yet [ am richer than my base accusers , 
That never knew what tmtfa meant. I now seal ft ; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan for t. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham , 
Who first rais*d head against usurping Bichard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister , 
Being distress*d, was by that wretch betray'd , 
And without trial fell : God's peace be with him ! 
Henry the seventh succeeding , truly pitying 
My Cither's loss , Vkt a most royal prince , 
Bestor'd me to my honours , and out of nkns 
Made my name once more noble. Now, hissoo* 
Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy ^ at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial , 
And, must needs say, a noble one; which midns me 
A little happier tl^n my wretched father : 
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Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — botb 

Fell by oor servants , by those men ve lov'd most : 

A. most nnnatnral and faithless service ! . . 

Heaven has an end in all : yet , you that hear me , 

This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves , and counsels , 

Be sure, you be not loose ; for those you make friends^, 

And give your hearts to , when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes , foil away 

Like water from ye , never found again 

But where they mean to sink ye. All good people. 

Pray for me. I must now forsake ye: the last hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : and when you would say something that is sad , 

Speak how I fell. — I have done, and God fprgive me ! 

[Exeunt BucKraeHAM , Ac, 

1 Gent. 0! this is full of pity. ~ Sir, it calls, 
I fear , too many curses on their heads 
Tliat were the authors. 

% Gent. If the duke be guiltless , 

T is ftill of woe ; yet I can give you inkling 
C^an ensuing evil, if it fall. 
Greater than this. 

1 Gent. Good angels keep it from us ! 

What may It beT You do not doubt my faith, Sir? 

Z Gent. This secret is so weighty , 't will require 
A strong foith to conceal it. 

1 Gent. Let me have it : 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident : 

You shall 9 Sir. Did you not of late days hear 
A buziing oft separation 
Between the king and Katharine? 

1 Geni. Yes , but it held not; 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor straight 

:^29 
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To stop the ramour , and allay those tongues 
That darst disperse it. 

2 Gent. Bat that slander, Sir, 

Is found a truth now ; for it grows agara 
Fresher than e'er it was, and held for certain 
The Idng will venture at it. Either the cardinal , 
Or some about him near , have out of malice 
To the good queen possess*d him with a scruple , 
That will undo her: to confirm this , too. 
Cardinal Campelus is arrived , and lately. 
As aH think, for this business. 

1 Gent, T is the cardinal ; 
And merely to reyenge him on the emperor , 

For not bestowing on him , at his asking , 
The archbishoprick of Toledo , this is purposed. 

2 Gent, I think , you have hit the mark ; but is 't not cruel , 
That she should feel the smart of this? The cardinal 

Will have his will, and she must Ml. 

iGent. 'Tiswoful. 

We are too open here^ to argue this ; 
Let 's think in private more. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

An Ante-chamber in the Palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain , reading a Letter, 

Cham, *^Tdj Lord, — The horses your lordship sent for, 
with all the car&I had , I saw well chosen , ridden, and furnished. 
They were young, and handsome, and of the best breed in the 
nortii. When they were ready to set out for London, a man of my 
lord cardinal's, by commission and main power, took them from 
me ; with this reason , — his master would be served before a sub- 
ject, ifnot before the king; which stopped our mouths. Sir." 
I fear, he will, indeed. Well, let him have them; 
Hewillhaveall, Ithink. 

;»30 
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Enter the Dukes q/Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor. Well met, my lord chamberlain. * 

Cham» Good day to both your graces. . 

Si^. How is the king employed ? 

Cham. I left him private , 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What 's the cause? 

Cham, It seems, the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near conscience. 

Siif. No; his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. 'Tisso. 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal: 
That blind priest , like the eldest son of fortune , 
Turns what he list. The king will know him one day. 

5f(/l Pray God , he do : he '11 never know himself else. ' 

Nor. How holily he works in all his business , 
And with what zeal ; for , now he has crack'd die league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's great nephew, 
He dives into the king's soul; and Uiere scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And , out of all these , to restore the king , 
He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her. 
That like a jewel has hung twenty years 
About his neck , yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her , that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That when the greatest stroke of fortune falls , 
WQl bless the king. And is not this course pious 7 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! "T is most true, 
These news are every where ; every tongue speaks them , 
And every true heart weeps for 't. All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end, — 
The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes , that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Wl 
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S^f. jlnd free us from his slaTMTj. 

Nor» We had need pray. 
And heartily, forourdeliyerance. 
Or this imperious man will work as all 
From princes into pages. All men's honours 
Lie like one lump before him , to be fiBishioa'd 
Into what pitch he please. 

St^, Forme, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there 's my creed. 
As I am made without him, sol'Ustand, 
If the king please: his curses and his blessings 
Toudi me alike , they 're breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, andlknowhlm; so Heave him 
To him that made him proud , the pope. 

Nor. Let '8 in* 

And with some other business put the king 
From these sad thoughts , that work too much upon^ him. -* 
My lord, you 11 bear us con^any? 

Cham. Excuse me; 

The king hath sent me oUiei^where: besides, 
You 11 find a most unfit time to disturb him. 
Health to your lordships. 

ffor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain* 

Norfolk operu afoldtng-door. The Ring is discovered siUiHg , 
and reading pensively. 
St{f. How sad he looks: sure, he is much aifiicted. 
R, Hen. Whoisthere? ha! 

Nor. Pray God , he be not angry« 

R.Sen. Who '8 there, I say? How dare you thrust yoursdves 
Into my private^ meditations? 
WhoamI? hal 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences « 
Malice ne'er meant t our breach of duty this way 
Is business of estate ; in wich we come 
k To know your royal pleasure. 

^» 
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K. Hen, Ye are too bold. 

Go to; I 'U make ye know your times of business : 
Is this an hour for temporal a£fhirs? ha! — 

Enter Wolskt and Campeius. 

Who 's there? my good lord cardinal? — O ! my Wolscy , 

The quiet of my wounded conscience ; 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You *re welcome , [To Campkius. 

Most learned reverend Sir, into our kingdom : 

Use us, audit. —My good lord, have great care 

I be not found a talker. [To Woisbt. 

Woh Sir, you cannot. 

I would, your grace would give us but an hour 
Of priYate conference. 

K.Hen. We are busy: go. 

iTo Norfolk am/ Sufvoik. 

Nor. This priest has no pride in him. 

Suf, Not to speak of ; 

I would not be so sick though for his place : 
But this cannot continue. ) Aside* 

Nor. If it do, 

1 11 venture one have at him. 

Si{f. I another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk* 

WoL Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in conmiitting freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom. 
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, , 
Must now confess , if they have any goodness , 
The trial just and noble. All the. clerks , 
I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of judgment » 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us , this good man , 
This just and learned priest , Cardinal Campeius; 
Whom once more I present unto your highness* « 

1^3 
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K. Hen, And ooce more in mine arms I bid him welcome , 
And thank the holy condaye for their loves: 
Thty have sent me sueh a num I would have wish'd for. 

Cam, Your grace must needs deserve all strangers* loves, 
You are so noble. To your highness' hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose viKue , 
(The court of Rome commanding) you , my lord 
Cardinal of York, are joined with me , their servant, 
In the nnpartial judging of this business. 

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. — Where *s Gardiner? 

fFoL I know, your majesty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 
Scholars , allow'd freely to argue for her. 

/T. Hen, Ay , and the best , she shall have ; and my favour 
To him that does best: God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me , my new secretary : 
I find him a fit fellow. £^d??7 Wolsey. 

Re-enter Wolskt , with Gardiner. 

IFol, Give me your hand; much joy and &vour to you : 
You are the king's now. 

Gard, But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace , whose hand has rais'd me. 

K.Hen, Come hither, Gardiner. [They walk tmdwkieper. 

Cam, My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him? 

ff^ol. Yes, he was. 

Cam, Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wol, Yes, sorely. 

Cam, Believe me, there's an ill opinion spread, ^en, 
Even of yourself ♦ lord cardinal. 

IVol. Howl of me? 

Cam, They will not stick to say, you envied him ; 
« And fearing he would rise , he was so virtuous , 
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Kept him a l6r«igQ man stffl ; wUcfa so griev'd him , 
That he ran mad , and died. 

JFoL Hearen's peace be with him! 

That 's Christian care enough : for living mnrmurers 
There *s places oJ^rebulte. He was a fool , 
For he would needs be virtuous: that good feUow , 
If I command him , follows tny appointment : 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grlp'd by meaner persons. 

K. Hen* Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Eadt Gardiner. 
The most convenient place that I can think of, 
For such receipt of learning , is Black-Friars : 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business. — 
My Wolsey , see it furnish'd — O my lord ! 
Would it not grieve an able man , to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, eonseience, — 
01 H is a tender place , and 1 must leave her. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

An Ante-chamber in the Queen's Apartments. 

Enter Amkb Bullen , and an old Lady* 

Anne. Not for that neither : — here 's the pang that pinches ; 
His highness having liv'd so long with her , and she 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her , ~ by my life , 
She never knew harm-doing , — O! now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron'd , 
Still growing in a majesty and poiAp, the which 
To leave, a thousand*fold more bitter, than 
'T is sweet at first t' acquire , — after this process , 
To give her the avaunt 1 it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

OldL. ^Hearts ofmost hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

^35 



d by Google 



36 KINO HENRY VIIL 

Atme, Oy God's win ! much better, 

She ne*er had known pomp : though it be temporal ,. 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer , H is a sufferance panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

OldL. Alas, poor lady 1 

She 's a stranger now again? 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Yerily , 
I swear , 't is better to be lowly bom , 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old. L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth , and maidenhead , 

I would not be a queen. 

' Old L. Beshrew me , I would , 

And venture maidenhead for 't; and so would you. 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy. , 
You that have so fair parts of woman on yon , 
Have , too , a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty: 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings, and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive , 
If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

OldL. Yes, troth, and troth. — You would not be a queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 

OldL. 'T is strange: a three-pence bowed would hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it. But, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old. L. Then you are weakly made. Pluck off a little : 
I would not be a young count in your way , 

7^^ 
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For more than blushing comes to. If your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden , 't is too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne, How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old.L. In faith, for little England 

You 'd venture an emballing: I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire » although there 'long'd 
No more to the crown but that. Lo ! who comes here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What were *t worth to know 
The secret of your conference? 

Jnne, Mj good lord , 

Not your demand : it values not your asking. 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham, It was a gentle business, and becoming ^ 

The action of good women : there is hope 
All will be well. 

Jnne, Now, I pray God, amen! 

C/iam, You bear a gentle mind , and heavenly blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady. 
Perceive I speak sincerely , and high notes 
Ta'en of your many virtues , the king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you , no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a-year , annual support , 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Arme, I do not know. 

What kind of my obedience I should tender: 
More than my all is nothing ; nor my prayers 
Are not words duly halloVd , nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities : yet prayers , and wishes , 
Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship , 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience, 

JJ37 
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As from a blushing handmaid , to his highness ; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Ckam, Lady, 

I shall not fail t' approve the ftir conoeft, 
The king hath of you. — I have perns'd her wen t [Aside, 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled , 
That they have caught the king; andwholcnowsyet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle? — [To her.} I -It to the king , 
And say, 1 spoke with you. 

Atme, My honour'd lord. 

[Eant Lord Chamberlain, 

OtdL. Why, diisitis; see, see! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court , 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 
Gome pat betwixt too early and too late , 
FV)r any suit of pounds; and you, Ofkte! 
A very fresh-fish here , (fie , fie , fie upon 
This compell'd fortune !) have your mouth fiH*d up , 
Before you open it. 

A?me, This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence , no. 
There was a lady once, ('t is an old story) 
That would not be a queen , that would she not, 
For all the mud in Egypt : — have you*eard it? 

Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L. With your theme I could 

O'ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke ! 
A thousand pounds a-year , fbr pure respect ; 
No other obligation* By my life , 
That promises more thousands : honour's train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time , 
I know, your back wiU bear a duchess. — Say, 
Are you not stronger 'than you wet^? 

Anne, Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth viith your particular fancy. 
And leave me out on 't. Would I had no being , 

238 
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Ifthissalatemybloodajot: it&intsme, 
To think ^at follows. 
The queen is comfortless , and we forgetAiI 
In oar long absence. Pray, do not deliver 
What here'yon '?e heard , to her. 

Old L. What do you think me 7 

{ExetmU 
SCENE IV. 
A Hall in Black-friars. 

Trumpets^ Semiet; and Comets. Enter Tufo Fergers, with 
short Silver IFandi; next them ^ Two Scribes ^ in the habit qf 
Doctors; (tfterthem^ the Archbishop of Ca»terbvbt alone ; 
qfter him^ the Bishops qf LmcoLm ^ Elt, Rochester, <in«{ 
SAiiiT Asaph; next them ^ zoith some small distance , follows 
a Getitleman bearing the Purse ^ with the Great Seal, and a 
CardinaVs Hat; then two Priests, bearing each a Silver Cross; 
then a Gentleman-Usher bare-headed, accompanied with a 
Sergeant nt Arms, bearing 4 Silver Mace; then two Gentle'^ 
men, bearing two great Silver Pillars; after them, side by 
side, the two Cardinals Wolset and Campeius; two Noble^ 
men with the Sword and Mace. The King takes place under 
the cloth qf state; the two Cardinals sit under* him as judges. 
The Queen takes place at some distance from the King. The 
Bishops place themselves on eadi side the court, in manner qf 
a consistory ; below them , the Scribes. The Lords sit next the 
Bishops. The rest qfthe Attendants stand in convenient order 
about the stage. 

JFol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read , 
Let silence be commanded. 

K.Hen. What 's the need? 

It hath already publicly been read , 
And on all sides th' authority allow'd ; 
You may, then, spare that time. 

fFol. Be 't so. — Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into the court. 

Oier. Henry king of England, drc. 
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K. Hen. Here. 

Scribe. 8ay, Katharine qaeen of England, come into the 
court. 

Crier. Katharine, queen of England, d:c. 

{The Queen makes no answer^ rises out qf her chair ^ 
goes about tfie courts comes to the King, and 
kneels at his feet; then speaks,] 

Q. Kath. 8ir , I desire you , do me right and justice , 
And to bestow your pity on me ; for 
I am a most poor woman , and a stranger, 
Bom out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent , nor no more assurance 
Ofequal friendship and proceeding. Alas! Sir, 
In what have I offended you? what cause 
Hath my behariour given to your displeasure , 
That thus you should proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife , 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike , 
Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or sorry. 
As I saw k inclined. When was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire , 
Or made it not mine too 7 Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to loVe , although I knew 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine , 
That had to him deriv'd your anger , did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharged. Sir, call to mind 
That 1 have been your wife , in this obedience , 
Upward of twenty years , and have been blest 
With many children by you : ifin the course 
And process of this time , you can report, 
And prove it too , against mine honour aught , 
My bond to wedlock , or my love tmd duty , 
Against your sacred person , in God's name , 
Turn q»e away ; and let the foul'st contempt 
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Shut door npoo me, and so give me up 

To the ^arp'st kind of justice. Please you, Sir» 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit and judgment: Ferdinand, 

My father, lung of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wisest prince , Jhat there had reign'd by many 

A year before : it is not ig be questioned 

That they had gathered a wise council to them 

Of every realm , Uiat did debate this business , 

Who deem*d our marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 

Beseech you, Sir, to spare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd , whose counsel 

I will implore: if not, i' the name of God , 

Your pleasure be fulfiU*d 1 

^oL You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice) these reverend fathers; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 
Yea, the elect o' the land, who ai% assembled 
To plead your cause. It shall be therefore bootless , 
That longer you desire the court , as well 
For your own quiet , as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly: therefore. Madam, 
It 's fit this royal session do proceed , 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced and heard. 

Q» Kath. Lord cardinal , 

To you I speak. 

IFol. Your pleasure. Madam? 

Q.Ratfu Sir, 

I am about to weep; but, thinking that 
We are a queen , (or long have dream'd so) certain 
The daughter of a king , my drops of tears 
I H turn to sparks of fire. 

fToL Be patient yet. 

lY. 241 
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Q^Raih* Iwfll, wheoyoQ are humble; oty, befort. 
Or God will pmiish me. I do bdieve , 
iDdnc'd by potent circomstances, that 
Too are mioe enemy, andmakemychal]enf;e: 
Tou shall not be my jodge ; for it is yoa 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me , 
Which God's dew quench. — Therefore , I say again , 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul. 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malicious foe , and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

fFoL Idopro^s, 

You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Haye stood to chari^ , and displayed th' effects 
Of disposition gentle , and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam , you do me wrong : 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you , or any : how for I have proceeded , 
Or how far farther shall , is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory , 
Tea, the whole consistory of Rome. Tov charge me. 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it. 
The king is present: if it be known to bim, 
That I gainsay my deed , how may he wound , 
And worthily « myfidsehood; yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 
That I am free of your report , he knows , 
I am not of your wrong: therefore, in him 
It lies, to cure me; and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : the which before 
His highness shall speak in , I do beseech 
You , gracious Madam « to unthink your speaking , 
And to say so no more. 

Q.Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. Y* are meek, and faurable-monUi'd ; 
You sign your place and calling in full seeming » 
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With meekness and hnmility ; b€it yonr heart 
Iscramm'dvithaiTOgancy, spleen, and pride. 
Ton have , hy fortune and his highness' favours , 
Gone slightly o'er low steps , and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers ; and your words , 
Domestics to you , serre your will , as H please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you , 
You tender more your person's honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual ; that again 
I do refuse you for my judge , and here , y 

Before you all , 'appeal unto the pope , 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 
And to be judg*d by him. 

[She curtsies to the King , ttnd offers to depart. 

Cam. The queen is obstinate , 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by 't : 't is not well. 
She 's going away. 

K, Hen. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine, queen of England, come into the court. 

Gent. Ush. Madam , you are call'd back. 

Q. Rath. What need you note it? pray you , keep your way : 
When you are call'd , return. — Now the Lord help ! 
They vex me past my patience. — Pray you , pass out 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more. 
Upon this business , my ap(>earance make 
In any of their courts. [Exeunt Queen , and her Attendmits. 

K.Hen, Go thy ways, Kate: 

That man P the worid who shall report he has 
A better wife , let him in nought be trusted , 
For speaking false in that. Thou art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness , 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government , 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious efse , could speak thee out) 
The queen of earthly queens. — SIm 's noble bom ; 
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And , like her tnie nobOity , she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

^oL Most gracious Sir , 

In humblest mauaer I require your highness , 
That it shall please you to declare , in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where I am robb'd and bound , 
There must I be unloosed , although not there 
At once , and fully satisfied) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness , or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on 'I? or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, spake one the least word , that might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state , 
Or touch of her good person? 

K,Um. My lord cardinal , 

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from 't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies , that know not 
Why they are so , but , like to village curs , 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. Y' are excused ; 
But will you be more justified? you ever 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business; never 
Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd , oft, 
The passages made toward it — On my honour, 
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point , 
And thus far clear him. Now , what mov*d me to 't. 
I will be bold with time , and your attention : — 
Then , mark th' inducement. Thus it came ; — give heed to 't« 
My conscience first received a tenderness , 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter*d 
By the bishop of Bayonne , then French ambassador; 
Who had1)een hither sent on the debating , 
A marriage 'twixt the dUke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary. I' the progress of this business , 
Ere a determinate resolutiou, he 
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(I mean , the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 

Whether our daughter were legitimate , 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager. 

Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite shook 

The bosom of my conscience , enter'd me , 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 

The region of my breast ; which forc*d such way, 

That many maz'd considerings did throng, 

And press'd in with this caution. First , methonght , 

I stood not in the smile of Heayen ; who had 

Commanded nature , that my lady's womb , 

If it conceived a male child by me, should 

Do no more offices of life to H, than 

The grave does to the dead; for her male issue 

Or died where they were made , or shortly after 

This world had air'd them. Hence I took a thought , 

This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom , 

Well worthy the best heir e' the world , should not 

Be gladded in 't by me. Then follows, that 

I weigh*d tiie danger which my realms stood in 

By this my issue's fail; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild sea of my conscience , I did steer 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present here together ; that 's to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience , — which 

I then did fed full sick, and yet not well , — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land , 

And doctors learn'd. First, I began in private 

With you, my lord of Lincoln: you remember 

How under my oppression I did reek , 

When I first mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

R.Hen. I have spoke long : be pleas'd yourself to say 
Bow far you satisfied me. 

Lin. So please your highness , 
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The qnestioD did at first so stagger me , — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in 't« 
And consequence of dread , — that I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had to doubt , 
And did entreat your highness to this course , 
Which you are running here. 

K, ffen» I then mov'd you , 

Hy lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present summons. — Unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court; 
But by particular consent proceeded , 
Under your hands and seals: therefore, goon; 
For no dislike i' the world against the person 
Of the good queen , but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons drive this forward. 
Prove but our marriage lawful , by my life , 
And kingly dignity » we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen , before the primest creature 
That 's paragon'd o' the world. 

Cam, So please your hi^^ness , 

The queen being absent » 't is a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till farther day; 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen , to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

if. Hen, I may perceive , [Jside. 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
.This dilatory sloth, and tdcksofReme. 
My Iearn*d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer! 
Pr*ythee, return: with thy approach , I know, 
My comfort comes along. — Break up the court : 
I say, set 00. 

[Exeimi, in manner as they entered. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
The Paltce at Mdewell. 
A Room in the Qneen's Apartment. 
The Queen , and Iter JFomen , a$ at work, 
Q, Kath, Take thy late, wench: my soul grows sad with 
troubles; 
Sing, and disperse them y if thoa canst. Leave working. 

fi N O. 

Orpheus with his kite made trees, 
And the mountain-tops , that freeze , 

Bow themselves t when he did sing : 
To hfi music , plants , andjlowers , 
Ever sprung; as sun ^ and showers^ 

There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 
Even th£ billows qfthe sea, 

Hung their heads , and then lay by* 
In sweet music is such art, 
Killing care , and gri^qf heart , 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q,Rath. How bow! 

Geni. Ant please yonr grace, the two great card^ials 
Waft in the presence. 

Q, Rath, Would they speak with me? 

Gent, They will 'd me say 80, Madam. 

Q, Rath. Pray tibeir graces 

To come near. [EaitGent.] What can be their business 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on 't. 
They should be good men , their affairs as righteous ; 
But all hoods make not monks. 
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Enter Wolset and Campeius. 

^oL Peace lo your highness. 

-Q. Rath, Tour graces Ond me here part of a housewife ; 
I would he all , against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me , reverend lords? 

ffoL May it please you , noble Madam, towiUidraw 
Into your private chamber , we shall give you 
Vie full cause of our coming. 

Q. Rath. Speak it here. 

There 's nothing 1 have done yet , o' my conscience , 
Deserves a corner: would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as 1 do ! 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue , every eye saw them^ 
Envy and base opinion set against them , 
I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in , 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

Wol, Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, regina serenis* 
sima, — 

Q.Kath. 0, good my lord, no Latin: 
I am not such a truant since my coming. 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in : 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange , suspicious ; 
Pray, speak in English. Here are some will thank you , 
Ifyou speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake : 
Believe me, she has had much wrong. Lord cardinal , 
The willing*st sin I ever yet committed, 
May be absolved in English. 

^ol. Noble lady, 

I am sorry , my integrity should breed , 
(And service to his majesty and you) 
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation , 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses , 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow; 
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Too hare too much , good lady; battokoov 
How you stand miii4ed in the weighty difference ''^ 

Between the king and you, and to deliyer , 
Like free and honest m^n , our just opinions* 
. And comforts to your cause. 

Cam, Most honoured Madam, 

My lord of York, ~ out of his noble nature , 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace , 
Forgetting, like a good man , your late censure 
Both ofhis truth and him, (which was too far) ^-' 
Offers, asldo. In a sign of peace, 
His serrice and his counsel . 

Q, Rath. To betray me. [Aside, 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills , 
Ye speak like holiest men , (pray God , ye prove so ! ) 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer , 
In such a point of weight , so near mine honour , 
(More near my life , I fear ,) with my weak wit , 
And to such men of gravity and learning. 
In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men , or such business. 
For her sake that I have been , for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness , good your graces , 
Let me have time and counsel for my cause. 
Alas! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

Wol, Madam, you wrong the king's love with these fears : 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q.Rath. In England, 

But little for my profit: can you think, lords. 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 
Or be a known friend , 'gainst his highness' pleasure , 
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest) 
And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out my afflictions , 
They that my trust must grow to , live not here : 
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They are, as all mj other eomforts, (kr hence, 
lo mine own couQtiy, lords. 

Cam, Iwonld, your grace 

Would leare your grieft, aadtakemycoiviseL 

Q.Rath. How, Sir? 

Cam* Put your main cause Into ihe king's protection ; 
He's loving, and most gracious : 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better , and your cause ; 
For if the trial of the law o'erUke you^ 
Ton 11 part away disgrac'd. 

fFol. He tells yon rightly. 

Q. Kath, Ye tell me what ye wish for both , -^ my ruin. 
Is this your Cliristian connsel? out upon ye I 
Heaven is above all yet : there sits a Judge 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam, Tour rage mistakes us. 

Q, Kath, The more shame for ye ! holy men I thought ye , . 
Upon my soul , two reverend cardinal virtues ; 
But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye. 
Mend them for shame , my lords. Is this your comfort? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady 7 
A woman lost among ye , laugh'dat, scom'd? 
I will not wish ye half my miseries , 
I have more charity ; but say, Iwam'dye: 
Take heed, for heaven's sake , take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

fTol, Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 
You turn the good we offer into em7. 

Q.Kath, Ye turn me into nothing. Woe upon ye. 
And all such fidse professors ! Would ye have me 
(Ifye have any justice, any pity. 
If ye be any thing but chnrchmen's habits) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! he has banish'd me his bed already; 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 

250 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



KING HENRY VUL 51 

To me above this wsetchedness? all jour sUfdies 
Hake me a curse lily this. 

Cam* Year fears are vorse. 

Q* Kath, Have I liT'd thus long — Qet me speak myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends ,) — a wife , a trae one ? 
A woman (I dare say without Tain-^orj) 
Never yet branded with suspicion? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Stm met the king? lov'd him next heaven? obey'dhim? 
Been, out of fondness, superstiUous to him? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 
And am I thos rewarded? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband , 
On^ that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure. 
And to that woman , when she has done most, 
Yet idll I add an honour , — a great patience. 

fFol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

Q.Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but deaUi 
Shall e'ecdivorce my dignities. 

IToL l^rtkj^ hear me. 

Q. Kath. Would I had never tM>d this English earth , 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels' fiices , but heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. -^ 
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes! 

[To her fFomen^ 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom , where no pity, » 
No friends, no hope , no kindred weep for me , 
Almost no grave aliow'd me. — Like the lily , 
That once was mistress of the field and flourish'd , 
1 11 hang my head, and perish. 

JTol, If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are honest , 
You 'd feel more comfort. Why should we, good lady, 
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Upon what cause r wrong yon? alas I ourplaees^ 

The way of our profession is against it : ^ 

We are to cure such sorrows , not to sow them . 

For goodness' sake , consider what you do ; 

How you may hurt yourself , ay, utterly 

Grow from the lung's acquaintance by this carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience , 

So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits , 

They swell , and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as eyen as a calm : pray, think us 

Those we profess , peace-makers, friends, and servants. 

Cam, Madam, you '11 find it so. You wrong your virtues 
With these weak women's fears: a noble spirit. 
As yours was put into you, overcasts 
Such doubts, as false coin, fremiti The king loves you ; 
Beware, you lose it not: for us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we afe ready 
' To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q.Kath, Do what ye will, my lords: and, pray, forgive me, 
If I have us'd myself unmannerly. 
You Itnow I am a woman , lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray do my service to bis majestyi 
He has my heart yet , and shaH have my prayers , 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers; 
Bestow your counsels on me: she now begs. 
That little thought , when she set fooUng here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. [Exetmt, 

SGENB II. 

Ante-chamber to the King's Apartment. 

Enter Uie JDuke qfiioRWOLK t t/ie Duke qfSvpwoLK, iheEaHqf 
SuRRST , and the Lord Chamberlain, 
Nor. If you will now unite In yowf complaints , 
And force them with a constancy , the cardinal 
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CaDDOt Stand under them: if you omit 
The offer of this time » I cannot promise , . 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces , 
With these you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion , that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke , 
To be reveng'd on him. 
. Stiff Whicli of the peers 

Hare uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person , 
Oot of himself? 

Cham. My lords , you speak your pleasures. 

What he deserves of you and me , I know ; 
What we can do to him , (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him, for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in 's tongue. 

Nor* O! fear him not; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him , that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No , he 's settled , 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor, Believe it , this is true. 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 't 

Are all unfolded; wherein he appears , 
As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur* How came 

His practices to light? 

5t(/l Most strangely. 

Sur, 01 how? howt 

Stff, The cardinaPs letter to the pope miscarried , 
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And came to the eye o' the king; wherein was read , 

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 

To stay, the judgment o' the diroree ; for if 

It did take place , * * I do ," quoth he , ** perceive , 

My king b tangled in affection to 

A creature of the queen's , lady Anne BuUen." 

Sur, Has the king this? 

Siif. Belieye it. 

Sur. Wffl this work? 

Cham. The king in this perceiyes him , how he coasts , 
And hedges , his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
After his patient's death : the king already 
Hath married the foir lady. 

Sur.^ Would he had! 

Siif<, May you be happy in your wish , my lord ; 
For, I profess, youhayeit. 

Sur, Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction ! 

St{f. My amen to 't: 

Nor. All men's. 

Siif. There 's order given for her coronation : 
Marry , this is.yet but young , and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But , my lords , 
She is a gallant creature , and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me , from her 
"Will fall some blessing to this land , which shall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur, But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal's? 
The Lord forbid! 

Nor, Marry, amen! 

Si{f, No, no: 

There be more wasps that buz about his nose , 
Will make this sUng the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stolen away tolkome ; hath ta'en no leave ; 
Has left the cause o' the king unhandled , and 
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Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 
To second all his plot* I do assure you 
The king cried, ha I at this. 

Cham, Now, God incense hlin» 

And let him cry ha! louder. 

Aor. But, my lord, 

When returns Cranm^r? 

Stif. He is retum'd , in his opinions, which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce , 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom. Shortly , I believe , 
His second marriage shall be published , and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd queen , but princess dowager , 
And widow to prince Arthur. 

Nor. This saoie Cranmer's 

A worthy fellow , and hath ta'en much pain 
In the king's business. 

Stff, He has; and we shall see him 

F6r it an archbishop. 

Nor, So I hear. 

S^f. 'Tisso. 

The cardinal — 

Enter Wolsbt and Cromwell. 

Nor. Observe, observe; he's moody. 

WoU The packet, CromweU, gave it you the king? 

Cronu To his own hand, in his bedcliamber. 

IFoU Look'd he a' th' inside of the paper 7 

Ooffi. Presently 

He did unseal them , and the first he view'd , 
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : you he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

If^oL Is he ready 

To come abroad? 

Crom. I think , by this he is. lExit Cromwell. 
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fFoU Leave me awhile. ^ 
It shall be to the duchess of AlencoD , 
The French king's sister: he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen? No; 1 'U no Anne BuUens for him : 
There 's more in 't than fair visage. — Bullen ! 
No, we '11 no Bullens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioness of Pembroke ! 

Nor. He 's discontented. 

Suf. . May be , he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sttr. Sharp enough , 

Lord! for thy justice. 

ff^ol. The late queen's gentlewoman , a knignt's daughter, 
To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen's queen ! — 
This candle bums not clear : 't is I must snuflf it ; 
Then , out it goes. «— What though I know her virtuous , 
And well deserving, yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran; and not wholesome to 
Our cause , that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our hard-rurd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the lung , 
And is his oracle. 

Nor, He is vex'd at something. 

Sitf» I would, 'twere something that would fret the string, 
The master-cord on 's heart ! 

Enter the King ^ reading a Schedule \ ondhoYEhL. 

Si{f, the king , the king. 

K. Hen. What pUes of wealth hath he accumulated , 
To his own portion ! and what expence by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together? — Now, my lords; 
Saw you the cardinal? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here obsery!ng him. Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip , and starts; 
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Stops OQ a sudden, looks upon the ground , 
Then, lays his finger on his tomple; straight « 
Springs out into fast gait ; then , stops again , 
Strikes hjs breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon. ' In most strange postures 
We haye seen him set himself. 

/f. Hen, It may well be : 

There is a mutiny in 's mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse , 
As I required; and, wot you, what I found 
There , on my conscience , put unwittingly? 
Forsooth an inrentory , thus importing , — 
The several parcels of his plate , his treasure , 
Richstufis, and ornaments of household, which 
I find at such proud rate , that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor. It *s heaven's will : 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet , 
To bless your eye withal. 

K, Hm. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth , 
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings; but, I am afraid , 
His thinkings are below the moon , not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes his teat f and whispers hoYEiL , who goes 

to WOLSBT. 

ff^ol. Heaven forgive me t 

Ever God bless your highness. 

H. Hen. Good my lord , 

Tou are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind , the which 
You were now running o'er : you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span , 
To keep your earthly audit. Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband , and am glad 
To have you therein my companion., 
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For holy offices I have a ^pe i a time 
To think apon the part ofDusinegs , ^hich 
I bear i' the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of presenration , wliich , perforce , 
I her frail son , amongst my brethren mortal , 
Must give my tendance to. 

K, Hen, You hare said well. 

ff^ol. And ever may your highness yoke together , 
As I wilTlend you cause , my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

K, Hen. * T is well said again ; 

And 't is a kind of good deed , to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. Mj fother loT'd you ; 
He said he did, and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you : since I had my office , 
I have kept you next my heart; haye not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come home , 
But par'd my present havings , to bestow 
My bounties upon yon. 

JFoU What should this mean? 

Sur. Hie Lord increase this business ! [Atide, 

K. ffen. Have I not made yon 

The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce you have found true ; 
And, ifyou may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you? 

fFoL My sovereign, I confess, your royal grace»» 
Shower'd on me daily , have been more than coukl 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours: my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires , 
Tet fill'd with my abilities. Bline own enc^ 
Have been mine so , that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person , uid 
The profit of the state. For yourgreat graces 
Heap'd upon me , poor undeserver , I 
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Can nothing render but aU^nt thanks ; 
Hy prayers to heaven for yon; myloyaUy, 
Which eyer has , and ever ^all he growing , 
mi death, thatidnter, kill it. 

H. Hen, > Fairly ans^ver'd : 

A loyal and obedient suhjeet is 
Therein illnstrated. The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as » i' the contrary « 
The foulness b the punishment. I presume , 
That as my hand has open'd bounty to you , 
My heart dropp'd love , my power rain'd honour , more 
On you than any ; so-your hand, and heart, 
Your brain , and every function of your power , 
Should , notwithstanding that your bond of duty , 
As 't were in love's particular, be more 
Tome, your friend, than any. 

JToU I do profess , 

That for your highness' good I ever laboured 
More than mine own : that am , have , and will be — 
(Though all the world should crack their duty to you , 
And throw it from their soul; tiiough perils did 
Abound , as thick as thought could make them , and 
Appear in forms more horrid) yet my duty , 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood , 
Should the approach of tiiis wild river break , 
And stand uash^en yours. 

K. Hen. * T is nobly spoken. 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
For you have seen him open 't« — Read o'er this : 

[Gitiing him Papers. 
And, after, this; andthentobreakfSist, with 
What appetite you have. 

iExit King, firotming upon Cardinal WoLSvrt the 
Nobles throng qfter kim, smiling, and whispering. 

fTol. What should this mean? 

What sudden anger 's this? how have I reqi'd it? 
He parted frowning Arom me, as if ruin 
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Leap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him. 

Then, makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 

I fear , the story of his anger. — T is so : 

Tliis paper lias undone me ! — T is th' account 

Of all that world oFwealth I haye drawn together 

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom , 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence ! 

Fit for a fool to foil by. What cross devil 

Made me put tliis main secret in the packet 

I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this 7 

No new device to beat this irom his brains? 

I know 't win stir him strongly ; yet I know 

Away, ifit take right, in spite of fortune 

Ym bring me off again. What 's this? — <' To the Pope? " 

The letter, as I live , with all the business 

I writ to his holiness. Nay then, fareweU! 

I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness , 

And from that frill meridian of my glory , 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes <{/ Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl qf 
SuRRBT, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal; who commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ^ and to confine yourself 
To Asher^house , my lord of Win Chester's , 
Till you hear forther from his highness. 
. H^oL Stay: 

Where's your commission, lords? words cannot carry 
A uthority«o weighty. 

Si^. " Who dare cross them , 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly? 

fTol. Till I find moro than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean your malice) know » officious lords ,* 
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I dare, and most deny St. Now, I feel / 

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded , — envy. 

How eagerly ye fellow my disgraces , 

Asifit.fedye! and how sleek and wanton 

Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin! 

Follow your envious courses , men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt. 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal , 

You ask with such a violence, the king, «^ 

(Mine , and your master) with his own band gave me ; 

Bade me enjoy it , with Uie place and honours , 

During my life , and to confirm his goodness , 

Tied it by letters patent. Now, who '11 take H? 

Sur. The king that gave it. 

tFol. It must be himself , then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

IVqU Proud lord , thou liest : 

Witibin these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur, Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law: 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals , 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not t hair of his. Plague of your policy I 
You sent me deputy for Ireland , 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'st him \^ 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv'd him with an aie. 

Jf^oU This , and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit , 
I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts: how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end , 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I lov'd many words , lof d , I should tell you , 
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Ton have as little honesty as hdnour » 
That in the way of loyakj and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be , 
And all that love his fdlies. 

Sur* By my soul, 

Tour long coat, priest, protects you: thov shoold'st feel 
Hy sword i' the liifr-blood of thee else. —> My lords, 
€an ye endure to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow? If we liye thus tam^ , 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scaiiet , 
Farewdl nobility ; let his grace go forward , 
And dare OS with his cap , like larks. 

/ToL All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Tes, that goodness 

Of l^eaitfng tU the land's wealth into one , 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets , 
Ton writ to the pq>e, against the king; your goodness. 
Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. — 
Hy loM of Norfolk , — as you are truly noble , 
As you respect the common good, the state 
Ofourdespis'd nobility, or issues, 
(Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen) 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles t 
Collected from his life : — 1 11 startle you 
Worse than the sacring bdl, when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lordcardinaL 

fToL How much, methinks, I could despise tiiis man , 
But that I am bound in charity against it. 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand; 
But, thnsmuch, &ey are foul ones. 

fToL So much fidrer , 

And spotless , shall mine innocence arise; 
When the king knows my truth. 

Sur» This cannot save you. 
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lUiankmymemory, I yet remember 
Some of these trtides; and out they ^ell. 
Now, ifyou can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
Ton '11 show a little honesty. 

^oL Speak on, Sir; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush , 
It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I had rather want those, than my head. Have at you. 
First , that without the king's assent or knowledge , 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome , or else 
To foreign princes , Ego et Rex mens 
Was still inscribed; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Syf. * Then, that without the knowledge 

Either ofking or council, when yon went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flandere the great seal. 

Sur, Item, you sent a l^ge commission 
ToCrregorydeCassalis, to conclude. 
Without the king's will or thestate's allowance , 
A league between his highness and Feitara. 

Siif. That out of mere ambition you have catis'd ' 
Tour holy hat to be stamp'd mi the king*^ coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable substancie , 
' (By what means got, I leave to your own conscience) 
To furnish Rome , and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I win not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord! 

Press not a falling mantooftr; 'tis virtue. 
HIsfiraltslleopentothelawsi letthem. 
Not you, correct him. Mylieartwee|>stoseehfm 
So little of his great sdt 
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Sur. I forgive him. 

St{f. Lord cardinal, tbe king's farther pleasure is, — 
Because all those things , you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom , 
Fall into the compass of a prtBtnunire , — 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattds, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection. — This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we '11 leave you to your meditations , 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer , 
About the giving back the great seal to us , 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you. 
So, £ire you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

lExeunt all but Wourr. 

fToL So, foreweU to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell! alongfkrewell, to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes , to-morrow blossoms , 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him: 
The third day comes a frost , a killing frost ; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, foil surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root , 
And then he falls, as I do. Ihaveventnr'd, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders , 
This many summers in a sea of glory , 
But far beyond my depth : my high blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me 
Weary, and old with service , to the mercy 
Of a rude stream , that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye: 
I feel my heart new open'd. O! how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' fovours. 
There is , betwixt that smile we would aspire to , 
That sweet aspect of princes , and their ruin , 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; ' 

264 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



KINO HENRT Vill. 65 

And when he falls, he falls like Lncifer, 
Never to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwell , amazedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell! . 

Crom, I have no power to speak. Sir. 

JFol. What! amaz'd 

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder , 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen iodeed. 

Crom. How does your grace? 

lyol. Why, well: 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
1 know myself now; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities , 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me , 
I humbly thank his grace , and from these shoulders. 
These ruin'd pillars, outofpi^f, taken 
A load would sink a navy — too much honour. 
O! 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that right use of It. 

WoL I hope I have: I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel) 
To endure more miseries, and greater far , 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad? 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst. 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

H^oL God bless him! 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

fTol. That *s somewhat sudden ; 

But he 's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in hb highness' favour , and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience; that his bones , 
Whep he has run his course and sleeps in blessings, 
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May haT6 1 ^mb of orphans' tears wept oo 'em! 
What more? 

Cram. That Cranmer is returned with welcome , 
InstaU'd lord archbishop of Cantertmry. 

fToL That 's news indeed ! 

Crom, Last , that the lady Anne » 

Whom the hing hath in secrecy long married , 
ThisdaywasTiew'dinop^, ashisqneen. 
Going to chapel; and the Voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

ATo/. There was ^t wei^ that pulled me down. Crom- 
weU! 
The king has gone beyond me : aU my glories 
In that one woman I haTe lost fiaf ever. 
No sun shall efer usher forth mine honours « 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
I am a poor £illen man , unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master. Seektheking; 
(That sun, I pray, may never set!) I have told him 
What, and how true thovi art: he will advance thee. 
Some MtUe memoiy of me will stir him , 
(I know his noUe naUire) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too. Grood Cromwell , 
Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 
For thine own ftiture safe.^. 

Crom. O my lord! 

Must I then leave you? must I needs fprego 
So good, sonoMe, and so true a master? 
Bear witness all that have no hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers , 
For ever aad for ever, shall be yours. 

^oL Cromwell , I did not thwk to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou beat forc'd me , 
Out of thy honest truth , to play the woman. 
Let 's dry our eyes; and thus far hear me, Cromwell : 
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And, — when I am forgotten, as I shaU be, 

And sleep in doll cold marble , where no mention 

Of me more must be heard of, — say , I taught thee , 

Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory , 

And sonnded all the depths and shoak of honour , 

Found thee a way , out of his wreck , to rise in ; 

A sure and safe one , though thy master miss'd it. 

Mark but my fail , and that that ruin'd me. 

Cromwell , I .charge thee , fling away ambition : 

By that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then, 

The image of his Maker , hope to win by H? 

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee : 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace , 

To silence envious tongues: be just, and fear not. 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's , 

Thy God's, and truth's : then, if thou fall'st, Cromwell ! 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. 

Serve the king; and , — Pr'ythee , lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have , 

To the last penny; 't is the king's : myrdlbe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O CromweU , Cromwell I 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, he would not in nrine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom* Good Sir , have patience. 

JFoL So I have. Farewdl 

The hopes of court : my hopes in heaven do dwell. [ExttmU 

ACT IV- SCENE I. 
A Street in Westminster. 

Enter Tkoo Genilemen^ meeHtigm 

1 Gmi, Ton *re well met once again. 

2 Gent, So are you. 
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1 Gent* Ton come to take yonr stand here , and behold 
The lady Anne pass from her coronation? 

2 Gent, *T is all my business. At our last encounter » 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent. 'Tisverytrue; but that time offered sorrow. 
This, general joy. 

2 Gent. ^ is well: the citizens, 

I am sure, haye shown at full their royal minds; 
As , let *em have their rights , they are oyer forward 
In celebration of this day with shows, 
Pageants , and sights of honour. 

IGent. Never greater; 

Nor , 1 11 assure you , better taken , Sir. 

2 Gent. May I be bold to ask what that contains , 
That paper in your hand ? 

IGent Tes; 'tis the list 

Of those that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. 
The duke of Suffolk is the first , and claims 
To be high steward : next, the duke of Norfolk, ' 

He to be eari marshal. Vou may read the rest. 

2 Gent. I thank yon , Sir : had I not known those customs, 
I should have been beholding to your paper. 
But, I beseech you, what's become of Katharine, 
The princess dowager? how goes her business? 

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The ardd>ishq> 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order , 
Held a late court at Dunstable , sii miles off 
FromAmpthill, where the princess lay; to which 
She was often cited by them , but appear'd not: 
And, to be short, for not appearance , and 
l^he king's late scruple , by the main assent 
' Of all these learned men she was divorc'd , 
And the late marriage made of none effect : 
Since which she was removed to Kimbolton , 
Where she remains now, side. 
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/ 2 Gent. Alas, good lady! — 

[Trumpets. 

The trumpets sound : stand elose , the queen is coming. 

IHautboys* 

THE OBDER OF THE CORONATION. 
A lively Jlotarish of Trumpets, 
!• Then^ two Judges. 

2. Lord Chancellor f withpurse and mace before him 

3. Choristers singing. [Music. 

4. Mayor qf London bearing the mace. Then, Garter in his coat 

qfdrms; and on his head, he wore a gilt copper crown, 

5. Marquess Dorset , bearing a sceptre qf gold; on his head a 

demi-coronal of gold. IFith him the Earl of Surrey ^ bear^ 
ing the rod of silver with the dove ; crowned with an earVs 
coronet. Collars qfSS. 

6. Duke qfSiiffblkf in his robe qf estate, his coronet on his head, 

bearing a long white wand, as highrsteward. JFithhim^ 
the Duke of Norfolk^ with the rod qf marshalship; a 
coronet on his head. Collars ofSS. 

7. A canopy borne by four qfthe dnque-ports ; under it, the 

Queen in her robe; in her hair , richly adorned with pearl, 
crowned. On each side her, the Bisliops qf London and 
fFtnchester. 

8. The old DucJiess qf Norfolk, in a coronal qfgold, wrought 

with flowers, bearing the Queen* s train. 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets qf gold 

without Jlowers, 
2 Gent. A royal train » beliere me. — These I know : 
Who's that, that bears the sceptre? 

1 Gent. Marquess Dorset : 
And that the earl of Surrey , with the rod. 

2 Gent. A bold braye gentleman. That should be 
The duke of Suffolk. 

i Gent. T is the same ; high-stevard. 

2 Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk? 

1 Gent. Yes. 
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t Geni. Hetyen bless thee I 

[Looking on the Queen, 
Thou hast the sweetest ftne I eyer iook'd on. -»- 
Sir, as I have t soul, she is an angel: 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms , 
And more, and richer, when he strains that lady: 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent. They, that bear 
The cloth of honour oyer her , are four barons 
Of the cinque-ports. 

2 Gent, Those men are happy ; and so are all, are near her. 
I take it, she that cairies up the train 

Isthat old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

i Gent, Itis; andalltfaerestareeountessM* 

I^Geni. Their eoronets say so. These are stars, indeed;' 

And sometimes falling ones. 

iGeni, No more of that. 

iBwitProeeuion, wiihagreatJtmiruhqfThimpets, 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

God save yoci. Sir! Where have yon been broiling? 

3 Gent, Among the crowd i* the abbey ^ where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more ; I am stifled 

With the mere rankness of their joy. 
% Gent. You saw the ceremony? 
ZGent. That I did. 

1 Gent. Bow was it? 

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing. 

2 Gent. Oood Sir, speak it to us. 

dGeni. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepared place in Uie choir, fell off 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 
Xp rest a while , somehalfanhourorso, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 
B^evenie, Sir, she is the goodliest woman 
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That ever lay by man : wbfoh when the j^eople 
Had the fiill Yi^w of , sach a noise arose 
As the shronds make at sea in a stiff tempest , 
As loud, and to as many tones: hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think) flew up ; and had their flke# 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women , 
That had not half a week to go , like rams 
In the old time of war , would shake the press, 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say, ** This is my wife," there; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But, what foUow'd? ^ 

3 Gent* At length her grace rose , and with modest paces 
Came to the altar; where she kneel'd, and saint like 

Cast her &ir eyes to heaven , and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rose again , and bow'd her to the people s 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown. 
The rod , and bird of peace , and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which performed, the choir. 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom , 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted , 
And with the same full state pac'd back aga&i 
To York-place, where the feast is held* 

i Gent. Sir, 

You must no more call it York^place , that 's past ; 
For , since the cardinal fell , that title 's lost: 
nr is now the king's , and call'd — WhitehalL 

^Gent. IknowH; 

But'tissol^elydter'd, ttottheoldname 
Is fresh about me. 

% Genu What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of the queen? 

3 Ge7it. Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one of Winchester , 
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Ifewly preferred from the Idngf s secretary ; 
The other » London. 

2 Gent. fie of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's » 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that : 
However, yet there's no great breach; when it comes , 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gent. Who may that be , I pray you? 

3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell; 
A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. — The king has made him 

Master o' the jew^l-house » 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent, He will deserve more. 

3 Gent. Yes , without all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests : 
Something I can command. As I walk thither , 
I '11 tell ye more. 

Both. Youmayconmiandus, Sir. [Exetmt. 

SCENE II. 

Kimbolton. 

Enter KuTOAMnm^ D&wager, sick; led between GKmiTB. and 
Patience. 

Gfif. How does your grace? 

Rath. O , Griffith I sick to death : 

My legs , like loaden branches , bow to the earth , 
Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair : — 
So , — now , methinks , I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me , Griffith , as thou led'st me , • 
That the great child of honour , cardinal Wolsey , 
Was dead? 

Gr{f. Tes, Madam; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer'd , gave no ear to 't. 
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Kath, Pr'ytfaee , good Griffith , tell me how he died : 
If well , he stepp'd before me , happily , 
For my example. 

Grif, Well , the voice goes , Madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberiand 
Arrested him at York , and brought him forward , ' 

As a man sorely tainted , to his answer , 
He fell sick suddenly , and grew so ill , 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath» Alas, poor man I 

Grif. At last, with easy roads , he came to Leicester; 
Lodg'd in the abbey, where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably received him : 
To whom he gave these words, — ** O father abbot. 
An old man , broken with the storms of state , 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
Give him a little earth for charity ! " 
So went to bed, where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu'd him still; and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight , which he himself 
Foretold should be his last, full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again , 
His blessed part to heaven , and slept in peace* 

Katfu So may he rest: his faults lie gently on him! 
Tet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him. 
And yet with charity. — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach , ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one, that by suggestion 
Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : i' the presence 
He would say untruths, and be ever double. 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never , 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful: 
His promises were y as he then was, mighty; 
But his performance, as he is now; nothing. 
IV. 273 
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Of his own body he was ill , and ga?e 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam , 

Men's evil manners Bye in brass ; their Tirtaes 
We write in water. May it please yoor highness 
To hear me speak his good now? 

Kath. Tes, good Griffith; 

I were malicioos else. 

dhif. This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honour from his cradle, 
fie was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 
Exceeding wise, &ir spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty and sour to them that lov'd him not; 
But , to those men that sought him , sweet as summer : 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting , 
(Whichwasasin)yetinbesto\(1ng, Madam, 
He was most princely. Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning , that he rais'd in you , 
Ipswich, and Oxford! one ofwhich fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous > 
So excellent in art , and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap*d happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then , he felt himself , 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And , to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him , he died fearing God. 

Rath. After my death I wish no other herald , 
. No other speaker of my living actions. 
To keep mine honour from corruption , 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living , thou hast made me , 
With thy religious truth and modesty , 
Now in his ashes honour. Peace be with him ! — 
Patience, be near me still; and set me lower: 
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I have not long to trooMe thee. •— Good Griffith , 

Cause the musicians play me Hiat sad note 

I nam'd my knell , whilst I sit meditatipg 

On that celestial harmony I go to. [Stai and solemn mmic* 

Grif, She is asleep. Good wench, let's sit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her : — sofUy , gentle Patience. 

The Fuion^ Enter , solemnly tripping one qfter another , six 
Personages f clad in white robes , wearing on their heads gar- 
lands qf bays , and golden vizards on their faces ; branches qf 
baySy or palm ^ in their hands. They first congee unto her, 
then dance; and, at certain changes , the first two hold a 
spare garland over her head; at which ^ the other /our make 
reverend curtesies: then, the two that held the garland deliver 
the same to the other nea^ two , who observe the same order in 
theiir changes , and holding the garland over her head. fFhich 
done, they deliver the same garland to the last two , who like^ 
wise observe the same order: at which , (as it were by inspira- 
Hon) she makes in her sleep signs qf rejoicing , and hotdeth up 
her hands to heaven. And so in their dancing they vanish, 
carrying the garland with them. The music continues. 

Rath, Spirits of peace , where are ye? Are ye aU gone. 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 

Grif, Madam, we are here. 

Hath. « It is not you I call for. 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept? 

Grif. None, Madam. 

Kath, No! Saw you not, even now a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me , like the sttn? 
They promis'd me eternal happiness. 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
lamnotworthyyettowear: I shall, assuredly. 

Grif, lammostjoyM, Madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fkncy. 

Kath, Bid the music leave , 

They are harsh and heavy to me. \3haic ceases. 
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PaU Doyonnotey 

How much her grace b alter'd on the sudden? 
How loDg ker dee is drawn? How pale she looks , 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes I 

Grif. She is going, wench. Pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An 't like your grace , — 

Kaih. Ton are a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence? 

Grif, Ton are to blame , 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness , 
To use so rude behaviour: goto; kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king to see yon. 

Rath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: but this fellow 
Let me ne'er see again* [Exeunt Griffith and Messenger, 

Re-enter Griffith, itfifh Capucius* 
Ifmy sight fail not. 
Ton should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
Hy royal nephew; and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 

Kath. . O my lord! 

The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray yon, 
What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap. Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to your grace; the next. 
The king's request that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends yon his princely commendations. 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort 

Kath. O! my good lord, that comfort comes too late: 
'T is like a pardon after execution. 
That gentle physic, given in time, hadcur'dme; 
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Bat now I am past all comforts here , but prayers. 
How does his highness? 

Cap. Madam, in good health* 

Rath, So may he ever do; and ever flourish , 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the kingdom. -> Patience , is that letter , 
Icaus'dyonwrite, yet sent away? 

Pat No, Madam. 

[Giving it to JUtbaBIHE. 

Rath. Sir, I most hmnbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the lung. 

Cap. Most willing, Madam. 

Rath. In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of onr chaste loves , Iiis young daughter ; — 
The dews of heaven fall thiclL in blessings on her ! 
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 
She is young, and ofa noble modest nature, 
I hope 9 she will deserve well ; and a little *. 

To love her for her mother's sake , that lov'd him , 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is^ that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long , 
Have foUow'd both my fortunes faithfully: 
Of which there is not one , I dare avow , 
(And now I should not lie) but will deserve , 
For virtue , and true beauty of the soul , 
For honesff , and decent carriage , 
A right good husband , let him be a noble ; 
And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 
The last is « for my men: — they are the poorest, 
But poverty could never draw them from me ; — 
That they may haye their wages duly paid them , 
And something over to remember me by : 
If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longor life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
These are the whole contents : — and , good my lord , 
By that you love the dearest in this world , 
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As you wish Christian peace to soiris departed. 
Stand these poor people's friend , and nrge the king 
To do me this last right* 

Cap. By heaven, I will. 

Or let me lose the fiishion of a man ! 

Kat/u I thank yon , honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility nnto his highness : 
Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world: tell Mm, in death I bless'd him , 
For so I will* — Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell , 
My lord. — Griffith , farewell. — Nay , Patience , 
Yon must not leare me yet : I must to bed ; 
Call in more women. — When I am dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour : strew me over 
With maiden flowers , that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave. Embalm me , 
Then lay me forth: although nnqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 
I can no more. — [Exeunt ^ leading KkrnARms. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

A Gallery hi the Palace. 

Enter Garikiibr, Bishop qfff^tnehester^ a Page with a Torch 
before him; met by i9tr Thomju Lovbil. 

Gar» It's one o'clock, boy, is*tnot? 

Boy» It hath struck. 

Gar, These should be hours for necessities , 
Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose , and not for us 
To waste these times. -^ Good hour of night , Sir Thomas : 
Whither so late? 

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord? 

Gar, I did , Sir Thomas ; and leflt him at primero 
With the duke of Suflfolk. 
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LOV0 I must to him too, 

Before he go to bed. 1 11 take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, Sir Thomas LovelL What's the matter? 
It seems yoa are in haste: an if there be 
No great offeoce belongs to 't , give your friend 
Some touch of your late business. Affairs that walk 
(As, they say, spirits do) at midnight have 
In them a vUder nature, than the^business 
1[^at seeks despa tch by day. 

Lov. Hylord, I love you. 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much wei^tier than this work. The queen 's in labour , 
They say, in great extremity; andfear'd. 
She 11 with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit she goes with 

I pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock , Sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb'd pp now. 

Lov. Methinks, I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, Sir, Sir,— 

Hear me. Sir Thomas: y* are a gentleman 
Of mine own way; I know you wise , religious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
'TwUlnot, Sir Thomas Lovell, take 't of me, 
TillCranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she. 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov» " Now, Sir, you speak of two 

The most reraark'd i' the kingdom. As for Cromwell , 
Beside that of the jewel-house , he 's made master 
0' the rolls, and the king's secretary; farther. Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments , 
With which the time will load him. Th' archbishop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue; and who dare speak 
One syllable against him? 
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Gar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ventar*d 
To speak my mind of him: and, indeed, this day. 
Sir, (I may tell it you) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o' the coancil, that he b 
(For so I know he is, they know he is) 
A most arch heretic , a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved 
Have broken with the king; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (ofhis great grace 
And princely care , foreseeing those fell mischiefo 
Oar reasons laid before him) hath commanded , 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your affairs 
I hinder you too long: goodnight. Sir Thomas. 

Lov, l^Iany good nights, my lord. I rest your servant. 

[Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 

As LovELL is going out^ enter the Ring, and the Duke qf 
Suffolk. 

K*Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night: 
My mind 's not on 't ; you are too hard for me. 

St{f. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

R.Hen* But little, Charles; 
Nor shall not when my fancy 's on my play. — 
Now, LoveU, from the queen what is the news? 

Lov, I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message; who retum'd her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desired your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

K. Hen. What say 'st thou? ha ! 

To pray for her? what ! is she crying out? 

Lov, So said her woman ; and that her sufferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

K.Hen, Alas, good lady I 
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St{f, God safely qaitW of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladdiag of 
Your highness with an heir I 

K.Hefu T is midnight, Chariest 

Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
Th' estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone , 
For I must think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

St{f, I wish your highness 

A quiet night ; and my good mistress wiU 
Remember in my prayers. 

K,Bm, Chtfles, goodnic^ — 

{EwU Suffolk. 

^/er5ir AmthontDemnt. * 
Wctt, Sir, what follows? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop , 
As you commanded me. 

R. Hen. Ha! Canterbury? 

Den, Ay, my good lord. 

K.Henm T Is true: where is he, Benny? 

Den. He attends your highness' pleasure. 

K* Hen. Bring him to us. 

[Exit Benkt. 

Lov. This is about that vhich the bishop spake : 
I am happily come hither. [Aside. 

iZ0-0itlerBBiniT, tmYACRAMMBR. 

R. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

' \LoiKLLseenutoitay* 
Ha !~ I have said. -^ Be gone. 
What ! — [Exeunt Lovbll and Bbki^t. 

Cran. I am fearftil. — Wherefore frowns he thus? 
T is his aspect of terror : all 's not well. 

R.Hen, How now, my lord! Tou do desire to know 
Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty 

T' attend your highness' pleasure. 
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R.ffen, Prajyoa, arise, 

My good and gradoiis lord of Canterbary. 
Come, you and I must walk a tara together; 
I haye news to tell yon. Come , come , give me your hand. 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and most miwillingly, of late 
Heard many grieroos, I do say, my lord, 
GrieYOos comi^alnts of yon ; which being consider'd 
Have moVd ns and oar coonoO , that yon shall 
This morning come before us: where I know. 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 
But that, tUl fimher trial in those charges 
Whicltwill require your answer, you must take 
Tour patience to you, and be wdl contented ' 
To make your house our Tower : you a brother of us , 
It fits we thus proceed , or else no-witness 
Would come against you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your highness, 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be wlnnow'd, where my chaff 
And com shall fly asunder; for, I know. 
There 's none stands under more calumnious tongues , 
Than I myself, poor man. 

H, Hen. Stand up , good Canterbury t 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, stand up: 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
What manner ofman are you? My lord, Ilook'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta'en some pains ^o bring together 
Ynurself and your accusers ; and to have heard you , 
Without indurance, farther. 

Cran. Most dread liege , 

The good I stand on. Is my truth, and honesty: 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies , 
Will triumph o'er my person, which I weigh not, 
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Being of those Tirtaes vaeant. I fear nolMng 
What can be said against me. 

K, Hen* Know yon not 

Hov yonr state stands i' the world , with the whole worid? 
Tonr enemies are many , and not small; their practices 
Mnst bear the same proportion : and not ever 
The jnstice and the truth o' the qaestion carries 
The due o' the verdict with it. At what ease 
Might cormpt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you : such things have been done. ^ 
Tou are potently oppos'd , and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck , 
I mean in peijur'd witness , than your Master , 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth? Goto, goto: 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. €rod, and your majesty. 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

K, Heiu Be of good cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning, see 
Ton do appear before them. If they shall chance , 
In charging you with matters , to commit you , 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use , and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Win render you no remedy , this ring 
BeUver them , and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — Look , the good man weeps : 
He's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother 1 
I swear, he is true-hearted; and a soul 

None better in my kingdom Get you gone , 

And do as I have bid you. — lExit Cra»mbr.] He has strangled 
His language in his tears. 
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EMm' mi old Lmdff. 

Gent, [fnthin,] Comeback: ^atmeuiyoiiT 

Lady. I H not come back; the tidings that I bring 
WOl make my boldness manners. — Now , good angels 
Fly o!er thy royal head , and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings 1 

K.Hen. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the qneen delivered? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege; 

And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — 't is a girl. 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with t|iis stranger : 'I is as like you , 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K* Hen. Lovell , — 

Be-mter LotblIi. 

Lov. Sir. 

JtL. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I II to the queen. 

[EaMRing. 

Lady. An hundred marks! Bythisligla, I'Uha'miMre. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment: 
I will have more, or scold it out of him. 
Saidlforthis, the giit was like to him? 
I win have more, or else unsay 't; and now, 
Whfle it Is hot , I '11 put it to the issue. [Exeunt, 

" SCENE 11. 
The Lobby before the Council-Chamber. 
Enter ^KKSUMXi't Servants y Door^Keeper^ dee. attending. 
Cran. I hope, I am not too late; andyetthe|;enUemaD, 
That was sent to me firom the council, pray'dme 
To make great hasto. Allfiist? what means this? Hoa! 
Who waits there? — Sure, you know me? 
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( 

D,Keep. Tes, my lord; 

Bat yet I cannot help yoa» 

Oran. Why? 

D.Keep. Tour grace mnst wait, till you be call'd for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran, So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad , 
I came this way so happily : the king 
Shall understand it presently. [Exit Butts. 

Cran. T is Butts , [jiside. 

The king's physician. As he past along , 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me. 
Pray heaven, he'sound not my disgrace ! For certain, 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate nie , 
(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice) 
To quench mine honour : they would shame to make me 
Wait else at door, a Tellow counsellor 
Itfongboys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
MustbeAilfiU'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the King and Butts , at a window above. 
Butts. I '11 show your grace the strangest sight , ~ 
K.Hen. What's that, Butts? 

Butts, I think, your highness saw this many a day. 
K.Hen, Body o' me, where is it? 
Butts. There, my lord: 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; 

Who holds his state at door , 'mongst pursuivants , 

Pages, andfootboys. 

K.Ben. Ha! 'TIS he, indeed. 

Is this the honour they do one another? 

'TIS well, there 's one above *em yet. I had thought, 

They had parted so much honesty among 'em , 

(At least good manners) as not thus to suffer 

A man of his place , and so near our favour , 

To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures ^ 

And at the door too , like a post with packets. 
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By holy Mary » Batts, there 'sknarery: 

Let 'em alooe , and draw the curtain dose ; 

We shall hear more anon. — [Exeunt. 

THE GOUNGIL-GHAMBER. 
Enter the Lard Chancellor, the Duke qf Suffolk, Earl of 
SuRjiBT, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and Cromwell. 
7%e Chancellor places himself at the upper end cfthe table on 
the ^ft hand; a seat being l^ void above him, as for the 
Arehbithop qf C amtbrburt. The rest seat themselves in order 
on each side. Crouwell at the lower end, as secretary, 
Chan, Speak to ihe business, master secretary: 
Why are we met in council? 

Crom, Please your honours , 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? 
Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there? 

J^.Reep. Without, my noble lords? 
Gar. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour , to know your pleasures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 
D. Reep^ Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmbr approaches the Council-table, 
Chan* My good lord archbishop , I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand enq>ty: but we all are men , 
In our own natures frail , and capable 
Of our flesh ; few are angels : out of which frailty , 
And want of wisdom, you, thatbest should teac^h us. 
Have misdemean'd yourself , and not a little. 
Toward the king first, then his laws, infilling 
The whole realm , by your teaching, and your chaplains, 
(For so we are informed) with new opinions , 
Divers , and dangerous; whidi are heresies , 
And, notreform'd, may prove pernicious. 
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Gar. Which reformation mnst he sadden too , 
My noble lords ; for those that tame vfld horses 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle , 
But stop their months with stubborn bits , and spur them. 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer , 
Out of our easiness and childish pity 
To one man's honour, this contagious sicluiesS, 
Farewell all physic: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars , with a general taint 
Of the whole state: as, of late days, ournei^ours. 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office , I have labour'd , 
And with no little study , that my teaching , 
And the strong course of my authority , 
Might go one way, and safely; and the end 
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living 
(I sped£ it with a single heart, my lords,) 
A man, that more detests, more stirs against , 
Both in his private conscience and his place , 
Defacers of a public peace , than I do. 
Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it I Men , that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment , 
.Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships , 
That in ibis case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will , may stand forth face to fiice. 
And freely urge against me. 

5i(f. Nay, my lord. 

That cannot be: yon are a counsellor, 
And by that virtue no man dare accuse you. 

Gar. My lord, because we have business of more moment. 
We win be short with you. T is his highness' pleasure. 
And our consent, for better trial of you , 
From hence you be committed to the Tower : 
Where , being but a private man again, 
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Yoa shall know many dan aeeose yon boldly , 
More than, I fear, yon are proVided for. 

Cran. Ah I my good lord of Winchester, Ithaidcyon; 
Ton are always my good friend : If yonr wHl pass , 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are 80 merditaL I see your end; 
T is my undoing. Lore, and meekness, lord, 
Become a churdiman better than ambition : 
"Win straying souls with medoMy again , 
Cast none away. That I shall dear myself , 
Lay all the wei^t ye can upon my patience , 
I make as little doubt , as you do consdence , 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more , 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gar, My lord, my lord, yon are a sectary; 
That 's the plain truth : your painted gloss discorers , 
To men that understand you, words and weakness. 

Crom. MylordofWIndiester, yonareaUUle, 
By your good faTonr, too sharp: men so noble. 
However faulty , yet should find respect 
For what they have been i 't is a cruelty , 
To load a falling man. 

Gar, Good master secretary , 

I cry your honour mercy: yon may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord? 

Gar» Bo not I know you for a fiiveurer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 

Crom, Not sound? 

Gar, Not sound, I say. 

Crom. Would you were half so honest; 

Men's prayers, then, would seek you , not thdr fears. 

Gar, I shall remend^ this bold language. 

Crom, Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan, This Is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 
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Gar. I have done. 

Crom. * Audi. 

Chan. Then t]ra9 for yofo, my lord. -^ It stands agreed, 
I take it, byallYoices, that forthwith 
You be convcy*d to the Tower a'prisoner ; 
There to remain , till the king's farther pleasure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed , lords 7 

jiU. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy , 

But I must needs to the Tower , my jords? 

Gar. What oUier 

Would you expect ? You are strangely troublesome. 
Let some o' the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard, 

Cran. Forme? 

Must I go like a traitor thither? 

Gar. Receive him , 

And see him safe i' the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords; 

I hare a little yet to say. — Look there , my lords : 
' By lirtue of that ring I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men , and give it 
To a most noble judge , the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king's ring. 

Sur. T is no eounterfieit. 

5f{f. T is the right ring, by heaven! I told ye all. 
When we ftrst put this dangerous stone a rolling , 
T would fall upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords. 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

Cham. T is now too certain , 

How much more is his life in value with him. 
Would I were £drly out on 't. 

Crom. My mfaid gave me , 

In seeking iales and informations , 
IV. ^» 
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Against this nuQi 9 whos^ honestj the devil 

And his disdples only envy at , 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye. Now have at ye. 

Enter the King f^Jirowning on them; he take* his seat. 

Gar. Dread soTereign y how mudi are we bound to faeaYen 

In daily thanks , that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise , but most religious : 

One that in all obedience makes the church 

The chief aim of his honour; and, tostrengtheo 

That holy duty, out of dear reject, 

flis royal self in judgment comes to hear 

The cause betwixt her and this great offender; 

R. Hen, You were ever good at sudden conmiendations , 

Bishop of Winchester; but know, I come not 

To hear such flattery now » and in my presence : 

They are too thin and base to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach. You play the spaniel , 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 

But, whai3oe'erthoutak'stmefor, I'm sure. 

Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody., — 

Good man, [To Gran3ibr.] jsit down. Now, let me ete the 
proudest, 

He that dares most , but wag hi& finger at thee : 

By all that's holy, he had better starve. 

Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 
. Sur. May it please your grace , — 
K, Hen* No , Sir , it does not please me. 

I had thought, I had had men of some understanding 
And wisdom of my council; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man , 
This good man, (few of you deserve that title) 
This honest man , wait like a lousf footboy 
At chamber door? and one as great as you are? , 
Why, what a shame was this ! Bid my commission 
Bid ye SO far forget yourselves? I gave ye 
, Power, as he was a councillor to try him. 
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Not as A groom. There '8 some of ye, I see. 
More out of malice than integrity , 
Would try him to the utmost , had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Chan^ Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprisonment , was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial , 
And fair purgation to the world , than malice , 
I'm sure, in me. 

K. Hen. Well , well , my lords , respect him ; 

Take him, and use him weU ; he's worthy of it. 
I will say thus much for him : if a prince 
' May be beholding to a subject , I 
Am , for his love and service , so to him. 
Make me no more ado , but all embrace him : 
Be friends , for shame , my lords ! — My lord of Canterbury , 
I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 
That Is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism. 
You nmst be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour : how may I deserve it , 
That am a poor and humble subject to you? 

K, Hen. Come , come , my lord , you 'd spare your spoons. 
Tou shall have two noble partners with you ; 
The old duchess of Norfolk , and lady marquess Dorset : 
Will these please you? 

Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you. 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar. With a true heart , 

And brother-love 1 1 do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this conOrmation. 

K.Hen. Goodman! thosejoyful tears show thy true heart. 
The common voice, I see, is veriQed 
Of thee , which says thus , *' Do my lord of Canterbury 
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A shrewd tarn , and he is your friend for erer." — 

Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long 

To haye this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one , lords , one remain ; 

So I grow stronger , you more honour gain. [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. 
The Palace Yard. 

Noise and Tumult within. Enter Porter and his Man. 

Port. You 11 leave your noise anon , ye rascals : do you take 
the court for Paris-garden? ye rude slaves, leave your gaping. 

[fTithin,] Good master porter , I belong to the larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows , and be hanged , you rogue ! Is 
this a place to roar in? — Fetch me a dozen crab-tree staves, and 
strong ones: these are but switches to them. — I 'U scratch your 
heads : you must be seeing christenings? Do you look for ale and 
cakes here, you rude rascals? 

Man. Pray , Sir , be patient : 't is as much impossible , 
Unless we sweep 'em from the door with cannons , 
To scatter 'em , as H is to make *em sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be. 
We may as well push against Paul's , as stir 'em* 

Port. How got they in, andbehang'd^ 

Man. Alas, I know not: how gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute , 
I made no spare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing. Sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, norColbrand, 
To mow 'em down before me ; but if I spared any , 
That had a head to hit , either young or old , 
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker. 
Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again ; 
And that I would not for a cow, God save her. 

l/f^ithin.] Do your hear, master Porter? 

2n 
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Port. I shall be with yda presentlj» good master poppy. — 
Keep the door dose » ^rrah. 

Man. What would yoa have me do? 

Port. What should yoa do,' but knock 'em down by the 
dozens? IsthisMoorfieldstomnsterin? or ha?e we some strange 
Indian with the great tool come to court, the women so besiege us? 
Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at door ! On my Christian 
conscience, this one christening will beget a thousand: here will 
be father, godfather, and all together. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger. Sir. There is a f^ow 
somewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by his face , for, 
o' my conscience, twenty oftbe dog-days now reign in 's nose: all 
that stand about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance. That fire-dndie did I hit three tioies on the head , and 
three times was his nose discharged against me : he stands there, 
like a mortar-piece , to blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife 
of small wit near him, that railed iq>on me till her pink'd porringer 
fell off her head, for kindling ^K;h a combustion in the state. I 
miss'd the meteor once, and yt that woman, who cried out, 
clubs! when I might see from fiur some finrty truncheoners draw to 
her succour, which were the hope o' the Strand, where she was 
quartered. They fell on; I made good my place; at length Uiey 
oametothebroomstafftome: I defied 'em still ; when suddenly a 
file of boys behind 'em, loose shot, delivered such a shower of 
pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine honour in , and let 'em win 
the work. The devil was amongst 'em , I think, surely. 

Port* These are the youths that thunder at a play-house , and 
fi^ for bitten apples; that no audience, but the Tribulation of 
Tower-hill t <»rtheliBdi>sofLimehouse, thehr dear brothers, are 
able to endure. I have some of 'em in Limbo Patrum, and there 
they are like to dance these three days , besides the running ban- 
quet of two beadles, that Is to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o' me, what a multitude are here! 
They grow still too; from all parts they are coming. 
As If we kept a fUr here! Where are these porters. 
These lazy knaves? — > Te have made a fine hand , fellows : 
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There 's a trim rabble let in. Are all these 
Tour faithful friends o' the suburbs? We shall have 
Great store of room , do doubt , left for the ladies , 
When they pass back from the christeoing. ^ 

Port. An 't please your honour 

We are but men ; and what so many may do , 
Not Jbeing torn a pieces , we ha?e done : 
An army cannot rule 'em» 

Charrim As I lire , 

Ifthe king blame me for 't, I '11 lay ye all 
By the heels » and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect. Y* are lazy knares ; 
And here ye lie baiting of bombards , when 
Ye should do service. Hark! the trumpets sound; 
They 're come already from the cfaristeniqg. 
Go, break among the press , and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fafrly , or 1 11 find 
A Marshalsea shall hold ye play these two months* 

Port* Make way there for the princess. 

Man, Ton great fellow , 
Stand close up , or 1 11 make your head ache. 

Port. You i' the camblet , get up o' the rail ; 
1 11 peck you o'er the pales else. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The Palace at Greenwich. 

Enter Trumpets^ eoundingj then two Aldermen^ Lord Mayor, 
Garter^ Crat9Mer» Dzike ({/'Norfolk, with his MarshaPs 
staff, f}tike (/ Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing great standr 
ing bowls for the christening gifts: then. Jour Noblemen 
bearing a canopy, under which the Duchess <2f Norfolk, god- 
mother, bearing the child richly habited in a mantle, &c. 
Train borne by a Lady: then follows the Marchioness ^DoR- 
8ST , the other godmother , and Ladies, The Troop pass once 
about the stage , and Garter speaks, 
Gart, Heaven, 
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From thj endless goodness, send prosperous fife , 
Long, and ever happy , to the high and mighty 
Princess of England , Elizabeth ! 

Flourish. Enter King ^ andT^ain* 

Cran. And to your royai grace, and the good queen , 

[Kneeling. 
My noble partners , and myself, thus pray : — ' 
All comfort , joy , in this most gracious lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy , 
May hourly fall upon ye ! 

K.Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop ; 

What Is her name? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

K. Hen, Stand up , lord. — 

[jyie King kisses the Child, 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee ! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 

Cran, ' Amen. 

K.Hen, My noble gossips , ye have been too prodlgaL 
I thank ye heartily : so shall this lady , 
When she has so much English. 

Cran, Let me speak, Sir, 

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they '11 Gnd them truth. 
This royal infant, — heaven still move about her! — 
Though in her cradle , yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings. 
Which time shall bring to ripeness. She shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness) 
A pattern to all princes living with her , 
And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom , and fair virtue, 
Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces * 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is » 
With all the virtues that attend the good , 
Shall still be doubled on her : truth shdl nurse her ; 
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Holy and heayeol j thoughts still counsel her : 

She shall be loVd, andfear'd: her own shall bless her: 

Ber foes shake like a field of beaten com , 

And hang their heads with sorrow : good grows with her. 

In her days , every man shall eat in safety 

Under his own vine what he plants ; and sing 

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours. 

God shall be truly known ; and those about her 

From her shall read the perfect ways of honour , 

And by those claim their greatness * "not by blood. 

Nor shall this peace sleep with her : but as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phceniz. 

Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herself; 

So shall she leaTe her blessedness to one , 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness) 

Who , from the sacred ashes of her honour , 

Shall star-like rise , as great in fame as she was , 

And so stand fii'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror. 

That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his , and like a vine grow to him : 

Wherever the bright,sun of heaven shall shine , 

Bis honour and the greatness of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations : be shall flourish, 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the phiins about him. Our children's children 

Shall see this, and bless heaven. 

/r. Hen, Thou speakest wopders. 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of En^^d, 
An aged princess; many dap shall see her. 
And yet no day without a deed to erown it. 
Would I had known no more ! but she must die : 
She must; the saints must have her: yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground , and all the worl4 shall B^urn her. 

K.Hm. 0, lord archbishop ! 
Thou hast made me now a man: never, before 
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This happy child , did I get any thing. 

This oracle of comfort has so pleased me , 

That when I am in heaven I shall^esire 

To see what this child does , and praise my Maker. — 

I thank ye all. — To yon , my good lord mayor , 

And yon » good brethren, I am mnch beholding: 

I have received much honour by your presence , 

And ye shall find me thankful. — Lead the way , lords : — 

Ye must all see the queen , and she must thank ye ; 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 

He has business at his house , for all shall stay : 

This little one shall make it holiday. 

[Exefint, 
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EPILOGUE. 

*Tut«iU>ooe, Uiis pla J can never please 

All that are here. Some come to take their ease , 

And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets: so, 'tis clear. 

They 11 say » 'tis naught: others, to hear the city 

Ahus'd eitremely , and to cry , — •* that 's witty ," 

Which we have not done neither: that, I fear, 

▲II the expected good we 're like to hear 

For this play, at this time, is only in 

The merciAil construction of good women ; 

For such a one we show'd 'em. If they smile , 

And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 

All the best men are ours ; for *t is ill hap , 

If they hold , when their ladies bid 'em clap. 
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BBAMAHS PERSONiE. 

PRIAM , King of Troy. ACHILLES , \ 

HECTOR, \ AJAX, I 

TROILUS, I ULYSSES, I Grecian Gom- 

PARIS, > his Sons. NESTOR, / manders. 

DEIPHORUS, i DIOMEDES, I 

BELENUS, ; PATROCLUS, J 

--^^^ }Tr.anCo™^aers. ^SS^^^^^^n'" 

PANDARUS, Uncle to Cressida. "»' ^'"*'*^ "^ Diomedes. 

MAR6AREL0N, a Rasurd Son of HELEN, WifettrMeaebus. 

P"«"- ANDROMACHE, Wife to Hector. 

AGAMEMNON, the Grecian Ge- CASSANDRA, Daughter to Priam; 

neral. a Prophetess. 

MENELAUS , his Rrother. CRESSIDA, Daughter to Calehas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers , and Attendants. 
SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 



PROLOGUE. 

IM Troy, there lies the seeoe. From isles of Greece 
The princes orgoloas, their high blood chaf d. 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships , 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war: sixty and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal , from th' Athenian bay 
Put forth toward^Phrygia; and their tow is made, 
To ransack Troy , within whose strong immures 
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The nYlsh'd Helen , If eoeltos' qaeen , 

With wanton Paris sleeps; and that 's the qnarreL 

To Tenedos they come » 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan plains 

The fresh and yet unbniised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave p^lions: Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan, andTymbria, Uias, Clietas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts , 

Sperr np the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation , tickling skittish spirits 

On one and other side , Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence 

Of author's pen, or actor^ voice, but suited 

In like conditions as our argument , — 

To tell you, fair beholders , that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils, 

Beginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are; 

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 
Enter Troilvb armed, omfPAMDARUS. ' 

lYo, Call here my varlet; 1 11 unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 

Pan, Will this gear ne'er be mended? 

Tro, The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their strength, 
Fierce to their skill , and to their fierceness valiant; 
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But I am weaker than a woman's tear. 
Tamer than sleep , fonder than ignorance ; 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And skill-less as unpractised infancy. 

Paru Well , I have told you enough of this : for my part , 1 11 
not meddle nor make no farther. He , that will have a cake out of 
the wheat, must tarry the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried? 

Pan, Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried? 

Pan, Ay , the bolting ; but you must tarry the leavening. 

Tro, Still have I tarried. 

Pan, Ay, to the leavening: but here *s yet in the word here- 
after, the kneading, the making of the cake , the heating the oven, 
and the baking: nay, you must stay the cooling too, or you may 
chance burn your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself , what goddess e*er she be , 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts , — 
So, traitor ! — when she comes ! — When is she thence? 

Pan. Well , she looked yesternight fairer than ever I saw her 
look, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee , — when my heart , 
As wedged witd a sigh , would rive in twain , 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me , 
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm) 
Bury'd this sigh in wrinkle of a smile; 
But sorrow , that is couch 'd in seeming gladness , 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than Helen's, 
(well, go to) there were no more comparison between the women, — 
but, for my part, she is my kinswoman: I would not, as they 
term it, praise her, — but I would somebody had heard her talk 
yesterday, as I did: I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's 
wii, but — 

jyo, Pandanis ! I tell thee , Pandarns , — 
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Wheo I do tell thee , there mj hopes lie drown'd , 

Reply DOt in how maoy fiuhoms deep 

They lie Indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

Id Cressid's io?e : thou answer'st, shelatair; 

Pour'st in the open nicer of my heart ^ 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice; 

Handiest in thy discourse , ! that her hand , 

In whose comparison all whites are ink , 

Writing their own reproach : to whose soft seizure 

The cygnet's down is harsh , and spirit of sense 

Hard as the palm of ploughman I This thon tell'st me , 

As tme thon tell'st me , when I say — I love her; 

But, saying thus, instead of oU and balm. 

Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given me 

The knife that made it. 

Pofi, I speak no more than truth. 

3>o. Thou dost not speak so much* 

Pan, 'Faith , I '11 not meddle in 't. Let her be as she is : if 
she be fair, 't is the better for her; an sh^ be not, she has the 
'mends in her own hands. 

7Vo. Good Pandarus. How now, Pandarus! 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travail; ill-thought on of 
her, and ill-thought on of you: gone between and between, but 
small thanks for my labour. 

Tro, What I art thou angry, Pandarus? what with me? 

Pan. Because she 's kin to me, therefcM-e, she 's not so fair as 
Helen : an she were not kin to me , she would be as fair on Friday, 
as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I? I care not, an she were 
a black-a-moor; 't is all one to me. 

7Vo. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan, I do not care whether you do or no. She 's a fool to stay 
behind her father: let her to the Greeks; and so I '11 tell her the 
next time I see her. For my part, I 'U meddle nor make no more i' 
the matter. 

7>o. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus , -^ 
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Pan, Pray you, speak no more to me: I will leave all as I 
found It, and there an end* 

[E(tit Pandarus. j4n Alarum, 

TVo. Peace , you ungraeious clamours ! peace , rude sounds ! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen raustneeds be fair. 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument; 
It is too starv'd a subject for my sword, 
BntPandarus- Ogods, how do you plague me! 
I cannot come to Cressid , but by Pandar ; 
And he 's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo , 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love , 
WhatCres^dis, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl: 
Between our Ilium , and where she resides , 
Let it be calPd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

^ Alarum. Enter JEtheaa* 

jEne, How now , prince Troilus? wherefore not afield? 

TVo. Because not there: this woman's answer sorts. 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
Wliatnews, iEneas, from the field to-day? 

jEne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt* 

Tro. By whom, iEneas? 

jEn9» Troilus, byMenelaiis. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed: 'tis but a scar to scorn; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. {Alarum* 

JEne. Hark, what good sport is out oftown to-day I 

Tro. Betterathome^ if "would I might," wero**may/* — 
But to the sport abroad : — are you bound thither? 

J&ae* In all swift haste. -* 

Tro, Ceme; go we, then, together. 

[Exeunim 
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SCENE II., 

The Same. A Street 

Enter Cressida am/ Albxamdbr. 

Ores. Who were those went by? 

Jlex» Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cres. And whither go they? 

Mex. Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale , 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is as a virtue fix'd , to-day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache , and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose , he was hamess'd light , 
And to the field goes he ; where every (lower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cres, What was his cause of anger ? 

jilex. The noise goes , this: there is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood , nephew to Hector ; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good; and what of him? 

jilex. They say he is a very man per se , 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men; unless they are drunk, sick, or have 
no legs. 

Alex, This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of their par- 
ticular additions : he is as valiant as the lion , churlish as the bear, 
slow as the elephant; a man into whom nature hath so crowded 
humours, that his valour is crushed hito folly, his folly sauced 
with discretion : there is no man hath a virtue that he hath not a 
glimpse of, nor any man an attaint but he carries some stain of it. 
He is melancholy without cause, and merry against the hair: he 
hath the joints of every thing; but every thing so out of joint, that 
he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use ; or puiblind Argus, 
ail eyes and no sight 
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Cres. But how should this mao , that makes me smile , make 
Hector angry? 

Jlex, They say , he yesterday coped Hector in the battle, and 
struck him down ; the disdain and shame whereof hath ever since 
kept Hector fasting and waking. 

Enter ^AmxiARVS, 

Ores. Who comes here? 

Mex. Madam, yoi^ uncle, Pandarus. 

Cres» Hector 's a gallant man. 

Mex, As may be in the world , lady. 

Pan. What 's that? what 's that? 

Cres, Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid. What do you talk of?— 
Good morrow , Alexander. — How do you , cousin? When were 
you at Ilium? 

Cres, This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came? Was Hector 
armed , and gone , ere ye came to Ilium? Helen was not up , was 
she? 

Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en so: Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres. So he says, here. 

Pan. True , he was so ; I know the cause too : he '11 lay about 
him to-day, I can tell them that: and there 's Troilus will not 
come far behind him ; let them take heed of Troilus, I can tell them 
that too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the two. 

Cres. 0, Jupiter I there's no comparison. 

Pan, What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do you know 
a man if you see him? 

Cres. Ay; if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he is not Hector* 
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8 TROILUS AND CRGSSIDA. 

Pan. Nd , nor Hector is not IVoOas , in some degrees. 

Cres, Tisjasttoeachofthem; lie is himself. 

Pan, Himself? Alas, poorTroilos! Iwonid, he were, — 

Cres* So he is. 

Pan» — Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself? no , he 's not himself. — Wonld 'a were him- 
self! Well , the gods are above ; time must friend , or end. Well, 
Troilus, well. — I woald, my heart were in her body! — No, 
Hector is not a better man than Troilns. 

Cres. Excuse me. '^ 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me , pardon me. 

Pan. Th' other's not come to 't; you shall teS me another 
tale , when th' other 's come to 't. Hector shall not have his wit 
this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it , if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cres* No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cres. 'T would not become him ; his own 's better. 

Pan. Tou have no judgment, niece. Helen herself swore th' 
other day, that Troilus, for a brown £ivour, (for so 'tis, Imost 
confess) — not brown neither — 

Cres. No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith , to say trutti , brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth , true and not true. 

PffTi* She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cres» Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much: if she praised 
^im above, his complexion is higher than his: he having colour 
enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praise for a good 
complexion. I had as lief Helen's golden tongue had commended 
Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him better than 
Paris. 
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Cres. Then she 's a merry Greek , indeed. 

Fan. Nay, lam sure she does. She came to him th' other 
day into the compassed window; — and, you kuow^ he has not 
past three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cres, Indeed, a tapster's arithmetick may soon bring his par- 
ticulars therein to a totd. 

Pan. Why, he is very young; and yet will he> within three 
pound , lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cres^ Is he so young a man , and so old a lifter? 

Pan. But , to prove to you that Helen loves him : — she came, 
and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin, — 

Cres. Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven? 

Pan. Why, you know, *t is dimpled. I think his smiling 
becomes him better than any man in ail Phrygla. 

Cres. O! he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not? 

Cres. O ! yes , an 't were a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then. — But to prove to you that Helen 
loves Troilus , — 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you 11 protve it 96. 

Pan. Troilus? why, he esteems her no mere than I eatetn 
an ^ddle egg. 

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as yon love an i^e head, 
you would eat chickens i' the shell. 

Pan» 1 cannot choose but laugh , tft think kow she tickled his 
chin : — indeed , she has a marvellous whit« hand , I must needs 
confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white h^r on his chin. 

Cres. Alas , poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But , there was such laughing : qiieea Hecuba laaghed, 
that her eyes ran o'er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was more temperate fire under the pot of her 
eyes : did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 
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CrtM, At what was all this laughiDgT 

Pan. Manrj, at the white hair that Helen spied on Troilas' 
chin. 

Ores, An 't had been a green hair I should have laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at his pretty 
answer. 

Crt9. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, «*Here 's but two and fifty hairs on your 
chin, and one ofthem is white." 

Ores, This Is her question. 

Pan, That's true; make no question of that. << Two and fifty 
hairs/' quoth he, **and one white: that white hair is my father, 
and all the rest are his sons." "Jupiter!" quoth she, "which of 
these hairs is Paris, my husband?" "The forked one," quoth 
he ; "pluck 't out, and give it him." But there was such laughing, 
and Helen so blushed, and Paris so chafed, and all the rest so 
laughed, that it passed. 

Ores, So let it now , for it has been a great while going by. 

Pan, Well, cousin, I told you a tiling yesterday; think on 't. 

Cres, So I do. 

Pan. I '11 be sworn , 't is true : he will weep you , an 't were 
a man bom In April. 

Cres, And I 11 spring up in his tears, an 't were a nettle 
against May. [A retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark ! they are coming from the field. Shall we stand 
up here, and see them, as they pass toward Ilium? good niece, 
do; sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here; here 's an excellent place: here we may 
see most bravely. 1 11 tell you them all by their names, as they 
pass by , but mark Troilns ahove the rest. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

i^NBAS passes over the Stage. 

Pan, That *s^neas. Is not that a brave man? he 's one of 
the flowers of Troy, I can tell you: but mark Troilus; you shall 
see anon. 

Cres. Who 's that? 
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AsTETXOR passes over. 

Pan, That 'sAntenor: he has a shrewd wit, I can tell yoa; 
and he 's a man good enough: he 's one o' the soundest judgment 
in Troy , whosoever, and a proper man of person. — When comes 
Troilus? — I'll show you Troilus anon: if he see me, you shall 
see him nod at me. 

Cres. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. Tou shall see. 

Cres. If he do , the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes over. 

Pan. That 's Hector, that, that, look you, that; there 's a 
fellow ! — Go thy way , Hector. -7- There 's a brave man , niece. — 
O brave Hector! — Look how he looks; there 's a countenance. 
Is 't not a brave man? 

Cres. O! a brave man. 

Pan. Is 'a not? It does a man's heart good — Look you what 
hacks are on his helmet! look yoa yonder, do ^ou see? look you 
there. There 's no jesting : there 's laying on , take 't off who will, 
as they say: there be hacks ! 

Cres* Be those with swords? 

Paius passes over. 

Pan. Swords? any thing, he cares not; an the devil come to 
him, it 's all one : by god's lid, it does one's heart good. — Yonder 
comes Paris; yonder comes Paris: look ye yonder, niece: is 't 
not a gallant man too, is 't not? ~ Why, this is brave now. — Who 
said he came hurt home to-day? he 's not hurt: why , this will do 
Helen's heart good now. Ha! would I could see Troilus now. — 
You shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres. Who 's that? 

'Heleihv 8 passes over. 
Pan. That 's Helenus. — I marvel , where Troilus is. That 's 
Helenus. — I think he went not forth to-^y. — That 's Helenus. 
Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus? no; — yes, he 'U fight indifferent well. — > I 
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12 TROILUS AND CHESSIDA. 

marvel, where Troflus is. — Htik ! do yoo not hear the people cry, 
TroilasT •^ Helenas is a priest. 

Ores, What soeaking feUow comes yoQder ? 

Troilus passes over. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that 's Deiphobas. — T is Troilus ! 
there 's a man, niece! — Hem! — Brave Troilus, the prince of 
chivalry ! 

Ores. Peace! for shame; peace! 

Pan. Mark him ; note him. — O brave Troilus^ — look well 
upon him, niece: look you how his sword is bloodied, and his 
helm more hack'd than Hector's; and how he looks, and how he 
goes! — admirable youth! he ne'er saw three and twenty. Go 
thy way, Troilus, go thy way: had I a sister were a grace » or a 
daughter a goddess , he should take his choice. O admirable man ! 
Paris? — Paris is dirt to him ; and , I warrant , Helen, to change, 
W!|^d give an eye to boot. 

Soldiers pass over tk& Stage. 

Ores. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts, chaff and bran, chaff and bran; 
porridge after meat. I could live and die i' the eyes of Troilus. 
Ne'er look, ne'er look: the eagles are gone; crows and daws, 
crows and daws. I had rather be such a man as Troilus , than 
Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. niere is among the Greeks Achillfs, a better man than 
Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a drayman , a porter , a very camd. 

Ores. Wen, well. 

Pan. Well, well? — Why, have you any discretion? have 
you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not birth, beauty, 
good shape, discourse, manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, 
youth , liberality, and such like , the spice and salt that season a 
man? 

Ores. Ay , a mf need man : and then to be baked with no date 
in the pye , — for then tbe man's date 's out. 

Pan. Tou are such a woman ! one knows not at what ward you 
lie. ' ^ 
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Cres, Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my wit, to 
defend my wiles; upon my secrecy , to defend mine honesty ; my 
mask, to defend my beauty; and you, to defend all these : and at 
all these wards I lie , at a thousand watches. 

Pan* Say one of your watches. 

Cres, Nay, I '11 watch you for that; and that 's one of the 
chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward what I would n<rt have hit, I 
can watch you for telling how I took the blow , unless it swell past 
hiding , and then it 's past watching. 

Pan. You are such another I 

Enter Troilus* Boy. 

Boy, Sir, my lord wouldinstantly speak with y^u. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house; there he unamis him. 

Pan, Good boy , tell him I come. [Exit Boy. 

1 doubt he be hurt. - Fare ye well , good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. 1 11 be with you , niece, by and by. 

Cres. To bring, uncle, — 

Pan, Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token, you are a bawd. — 

[Exit Pa19DAR<78« 

Words, Yows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice^ 
He offers in another's enterprize ; 
But more in Troilus thousand fold I see, 
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be. 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels , wooing: 
Things won are done , joy's soul lies in the doing: 
That she belov'd knows nought, that knows not this , ^ 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is : 
That she was never yet , that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue. 
Therefore , this maxim out of love I teach , — 
Achievement is command; ungain'd, beseech: 
Then , though my heart's content firm lave doth bear , 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exit. 
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14 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. Before Jl^amrkjuoth's Tent. 

Sennet. Enter AeAMSMVON, Nestor, Ultssbs, Heiielaus, 
and Others. 

jigam. Princes , 
What grief hath set the jaundice on jour cheeks? 
The ample proposition , that hope maizes 
In all designs begun on earth below , 
Fails in the promised largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd; 
As knots , by the conflux of meeting sap , 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us , 
That we come short of our suppose so far. 
That after seven years' siege yet Troy walls stand ; 
Silh every action that hath gone before , 
Whereof we have record , trial did draw 
Bias and thwart , not answering the aim , 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav 't surmised shape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abash*d behold our works , 
And call them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove , 
To find persistive constancy in men? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love ; for then , the bold and coward , 
The wise and fool , the artist and unread , 
The hard and soft , seem all affin'd and kin : 
But , in the wind and tempest of her frown , 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan , 
Puffing at all , winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies rich in virtue , and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat , 
Great Agamemnon , Nestor shall apply 
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Thy latest words. In tbe reproof of chance 

Lies the true proof of men : tbe sea being smooth , 

How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 

Upon her patient breast, making their way ) 

With those of nobler bulk? 

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold, 

The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 

Bounding between the two moist elements. 

Like Perseus' horse : where 's then the saucy boat , 

Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 

Co-rival' d greatness? either to harbour fled , 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 

Doth valour's show, and valour's worth , divide. 

In storms of fortune : for , in her ray and brightness , 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize , 

Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 

Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks , 

And flies fled under shade , why then , the thing of courage, 

As rous'd with rage , with rage doth sympathize , 

And with an accent tun'd in self>same key , 

Beturns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss, Agamemnon , 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers , soul and only spirit , 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up , hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which , — most mighty for thy place and sway, ■— 

[To A&AMEMNOM. 

And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life , — 

[To Nestor* 
I give to both your speeches , which were such , 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again , 
As venerable Nestor, batch'd in silver. 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 
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Od which heaven rides) Unit dl the Greekish ears 

To his experienc'd tongue , — yet let it please both, — 

Thou great , — and wise , — r to hear Ulysses speak. 

A gam. Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be 't of less expect 
That matter needless , of importless burden , 
Bivide thy lips , than we are confident , 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws , 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyss, Troy, yet upon his basis, bad been down » 
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master. 
But for these instances. * 
The specialty of rule hath been ne^ected t 
And look , how many Grecian tents do stand 
(Hollo^upon thisjpiain , so many hollow factions. ' 
When that the general is not like the hive» 
To whom the foragers shall all repair. 
What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded , 
Th' unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask« 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 
Office, and custom, in all line of order: 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol , 
In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd 
Amidst the other : whose med'dnable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil , 
And posts, like the commandment of a king. 
Sans check, to good and bad. But when the phinets , 
Id evil mixture , to disorder wander. 
What plagues, and what portents I what mutiny! 
What raging of the sea , shaking of earth , 
Commotion in the winds, frights, changes, horrors. 
Divert and crack , rend and deracinate 
The uDity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixture ! O! when degree is shak'd. 
Which is the ladder to all high designs , 
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The enterprize is ^ick. How coudd communities , 

Degrees in schools , and brotherhoods in cities, 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores , 

The primogenitiye and due of hirth , 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laureb, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place? 

Take but degree away , untune that string , 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 

Should lift their bosoms higher than the s^or^s. 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength ^ould be lord of imbecility , 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force diould be right; or, rather, right and wrong , 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

Should lose their names , and so should justice too. * 

Then every thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will , will into appetite ; 

And appetite , an universal wolf, 

So doubly seconded with will and power , 

Must make perforce an universal prey , 

And last eat up himself. Great Agamemnon , 

This chaos , ^hen degree is suffocate , 

Follows the choking : 

And this neglection of degree it is , 

That by a pace goes backward , with a purposed 

It hath to climb. The general 's disdain'd 

'By him one step below ; he, by the next; 

Thetnext, by him beneath : so, eveiystep, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And 't is this fever that keeps Troy on foot , 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of len^ , 

Troy in our weakness stands , not in her strength. 

Nest. Host wisely hath Ulysses here discovered 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 
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jigam. The nature of the sickness foand, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyu. The great AchiHes, whom (pinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host , 
Having his ear Ml of his airy tame , 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs. With lum , Patroclus • 
Upon a lazy bed the livelong day 
Breaks scnrril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation caUs,) 
He pageants us: sometime, great Agamemnon , 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 
And , like a strutting player , — whose conceit 
Lies ig his hamstring , and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt'his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage, — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming * 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks , 
'T is' like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar'd ^ 
Which , from the tongue of roariug Typbon dropp'd , 
Wo^ld seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 
The large Achilles , on his press'd bed lolling,- 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — • * Excellent ! — 't is Agamemnon right. — 
Now play me NestoV ; — hem , and stroke thy beard 
As he , being 'drest to some oration." 
That 's done ; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels — as like as Yulcan and his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries, "Excellent! 
'T is Nestor right ! Now play him me , Patroclus , 
Arming to answer in a night alarm." 
And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age - 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough , and spit , 
And with a palsy , fumbling on his gorget. 
Shake in and out the rivet : — and at this ^ort , 
Sir Valour dies ; cries , * * ! — enough , Patroclus ; — * 
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OrgiTemerflisofsteel! I shaS ^Hi all 

Id pleasure of my spleen." AndinthisfosbioQ, ^ . 

All Durabilities, gifts, Datnres, shapes, 

Severals and geoerals of grace exact , 

AchieTemeats, plots, orders, preTeiitiotis , 

Excitemeots to the field , or speech for trace , 

Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Neit. And in the imitation of these twain , 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial Toice) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-^will'd ; and bears his bead 
In such a rein, in ftiU as proud a place 
As broad Achilles: keeps his tent Hke him; 
Hakes fiictious feasts; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle; and sets Thersltes, 
A slaTC whose gall coins slanders like a mint , 
To match us in comparisons with dirt : 
To weaken and discredit our ei^osure , 
How rank soever rounded In with danger. 

C%M. niey tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
ForestaU prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the stiD and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike , 
When fitness calls them on , and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil , the enemies' wei^t , — 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity. 
They call this bed-work, mappery, dosetp-war: 
So that the ram , that batters down the wall , 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise , 
They place before his hand that made the engfoe , 
Or those diat with the fineness of thefa* souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest, Let this be granted , and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis^ sonsi [A T^ekeU 

/igfuri^* What trumpet? look, Ifenelaus* 
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IMtr JSkias. 

Men. From Tmj. 

Agam. Wktlwo«14]ro«*fore oar tent? 

JSne. U this 

GrettAgamemDOQ'steiit, Ipraf you? 

Agam. Evtn Him. 

^ite. Mayooe, HiatisaheialdAndaimace^ 
Do a fair message to his kiegly ears? 

Agam. With snretj stretger thftn AehiUes' arm , 
'Fore all the Greekish heads , ^Mik with one Toiee 
Call AgamemooD head and geoerai. 

jEne. Fair leave, aad large scKtuity* BewtMy 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of Other itaorlals? 

Agam. flow? 

^n«. Ay; laskthatlmigbtwikeBFtfveienee^ 
And bid the cheek be ready with a Ifthish, 
Modest as morning when she otMij eyes 
The yoothfol Phcebus. 
Which is that god in office , goidiogmcii? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 

Agam. This Trojan scorns «B., or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiersu 

jEnfi. Courtiers as freoi, «8deboBidr, nnarm'd, 
As bending angels : that 's Ibeir fiune in fetce^ 
But when they would seem soldiers , they hxw gatts , 
Good arms, strong joints , 4rtoe swords; aod^ Jove's JMCond» 
Nothing so foil of heart. But peace , ifineas ! 
Peace, Trojan! ]aythy€ngeronthylips. 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth , ^ « 

If that the prais'd himself bring the pndse fMlh; 
But what the repiniag enemy commends, 
That breath fame blows; thai praise, sole pure, tfanecends* 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call yea youf«etfi£neas? 

jEne. Ay, Greeks, Ihat is my name. 

Agam* What's your aisff, IfM^yowf 

JSne. ^k, pardon : 't Is for At«inemnon> ears. 

318 



d by Google 



TROILti ANJ0 cmESSiDi. ^1 

Agarn* He hears Bought prtfHtely that comes from Troy. 

JSne. NorlfromTroycameoottoii^l^ierhim; ' 
I bring a trumpet to awake hit ear ; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent , 
And then to speak. 

Agam, Speak frankly as the wind. 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
That thou shall know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He teHs thee so himself. 

Mne, Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass Yoice through all these lazy tents; 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means £idriy shall be spoke aloud. [Trumpet sounds. 
We have , great Agamemn(m , here in Troy , 
A prince call'd Hector , Priam is his father , 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpose speak. — Kings, princes, lords. 
If there be one among the fair'st of Greece , 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear | 
That loves his mistress more than in confessiofi 
With truant vows to her own lips he loves , 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth , 
In oUier arms than hers , — to him this challenge. 
Hector , in view of Trojans and of Greeks , 
Shall make it good , or do his best to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truier. 
Than ever Greek did couple in his arms; 
And win to-morrow with his trumpet call , 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy , 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come, Hector shall honour him ; 
If none, he '11 say in Troy, when he retires , 
The Grecian dames are sun-bnm'd , and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much . 
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j4gkm. This shaH be told owr lovers, lordifineis; 
Jf noae of them have sool io such a kind , 
We left them all at home : bat we are eokUen ; 
And ma J that soldier a mere reereaot proTe , 
That means not, hath not, erisnotinloye! 
Ifthenoneis, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector; ifnonedse, I am he. 

Nest, Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire sack'd : he is dd now; 
Bat if there be not to oar Grecian host 
One noble man that hath one spark of ire, 
To answer for his love, tell him from me, 
I '11 hide my silver beard in a gold beaver , 
And in my vantbrace pat this withered brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandun , and as chaste 
As may be in the world. His yoath in flood , 
1 11 prove this troth with my tluree drops of blood. 

jEne. Now heavens fori>id sach scarcity of yoatht 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Agam. Fair lord iEneas , let me touch your hand; 
To our pavilioa shall I lead you , Sir. 
Achilles diall have word of this intent; 
So shall each lord of Greece , from tent to tent ; 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeuni all hut Ultssbs and Nbstor. 

Ulysi, Nestor, — 

Nest. What says Ulysses? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain ; 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is 't? 

Ulyss. This 'tis. 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride , 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, mustornowbecropp'd, 
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Or , shedding , breed a nnrsery of like eTil , 
To oyerbulk us all. , 

Nest. WcU, and how? 

Ulyis. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends, 
However itis spread in general name, \ 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Neit. The purpose is perspicuous even as sabstance^ 
Whose grossness little characters sum up : 
And in the publication make no strain , 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, (though, Apollo knows, 
'T is dry enough) wiH , with great speed of judgment , 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

IJlyss, And wake him to the answer, think you? 

Nest. Why, 't is most meet : whom may you elseoppose. 
That can from Hector bring his honour off, 
If not Achilles ? Though 't be a ^ortfid combat , 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fin'st palate: and trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action ; for the success. 
Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in ^ch indexes (although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes) there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd , 
He, that meets Hector, issues ffom our choke: 
And choice , being mutual act of all our souls , 
Makes merit her election , and doth boil', 
As 't were from forth us all , a roan distill'd 
Out of our virtues; who miscarrying, 
What heart receives from hence the conquering part, 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves? 
Which entertain'd, limbs ate his instruments , 
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Innolessworidng, thao are swords «id bows 
Birecthre bj the limbs. 

Uly»s. Giye pardon to mj speeeh : -^ 
Therefore 't is meet AehiHes meet not Heetor« 
Letns, liksmerehants, show oor foulest wares, 
And think, perchance, thejllsell; ifnot, 
The bistre of the better shall eieeed , 
By showing the worse first* Bo not consent , 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 
For both our honour and onr shame , m this, 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Nett. I see them not with ray old eyes : what are they? 

Vlyts. What glory onr Achilles shares from Hector , 
Werehenotprond, we all should share with him: 
But he abready is toe insolent; 
And we were better pardi in Afric sun, 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes , 
Should he 'scape Hector fair. If he were foil'd , 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint ofour best man. No; make a lottery, 
And by device let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector: among oorsdves, 
Give him allowance for the better man , 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon , 
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. * 

If the dull , brainless Ajax come safe ofif , 
Well dress him up in voices: if he fail, 
Yet go we under our opinion still , 
That we have better m«i. But, hitorn^ss. 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes , «^ 
Ajaj employ'd plucks down Achilles' flumes. 

Nest. Now , Ulysses , I begin to relish 4hy advice ; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon t go we to him straights 
Two curs shall tame each oUieri pride alone 
Musttarretl^mastil&on, as 't were theur bone. iEfteunt. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 

Another Part of the Grecian Camp. 

Enter AjAx and Thbrsitbs. 

4ja»» Thcrsites, — 

7%0r. Agamemnon — how if he had boils? Mi , til over, 
generally? 

4jax. Thersites^ — 

7%«r. And those boils did mn? — Say so ,— did not the ge^ 
neral nm then? were not that a botchy core? 

4jaa. Dog,— 

Ther. Then would tome some matter from him : I see none 
now. 

4jaw. Thou bitch-wolf 's son, canst thoa not hear? Feel 
then. [Strikeibzm. 

Thet. The plague of Greece upon thee , thou mongrel beef- 
witted lord! 

4jax. Speak then, thou yinewd'st leayen, speak: I will beat 
thee into handsomeness. 

Ther, I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: b«t, I 
think, thy horse will sooner coo an oration, than thou learn a 
prayer without book. Thoo canst strike, canst thoa? a red mur- 
rain o' thy jade's tricks ! 

4faw. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think I hays no sense, thou strik'st me thus? 

4fax. The proclamation , -«» 

JAtfT. Thou art proclaimed a fod, I think. 

4fam. Do not, porcufdne, do not: my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would, thou didst Itch from head to foot, and I had 
the scratching of thee ; I woidd make thee the loathsomest scab in 
Greece. When thou wt forth in die incursions, thou strikest as 
slow as another. 

4fam. I say, the proclamation , — 

Ther, Thou gramblest and railest every hour on Aehiiies; 
and thou art as fiiU of envy at his greatness, as Cerberus is at Pro- 
serpina's beauty, ay, that thou bariKCst at him. . 
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4iiUD* Mistress Thenites I 

7W. Thou shonldest strike him. 

4Jax* Cobloaf! 

Thcr, He would pan thee into shiYers with his fist, as a sailor 
brealis a bisculL 

Jljax. Ton whoreson cor! {Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do* 

4jaa!, Thou stool for a witch ! 

Tlur. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast no 
more brain than I have in mine elbows; an assinego may tutor 
thee : thou scurvy valiant ass ! thou art here but to thrash Trojans ; 
and thou art bought and sold among those of any wit, lilte a Bar- 
barian slave. Ifthouusetobeatme, I will begin at thy heel, and 
tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou! 

4j(up» You dog! 

7%ar. You scurvy lord! 

4jiw. You cur 1 iBeating him, 

Ther* Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel; do, do. 

Enter kcRiLLEa and Vatkocljjm* 

AehU. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this? 
How now, Thersites? what 's the matter, man? 

2%er. You see him there, do you? 

AchiL Ay; what 's the matter? 

Ther. May, look upon him* 

AchU. Soldo: what 's the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him welL 

AchiL Well, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not wdl iq[K>n him ; for, whosoever 
you take him to be, heisAjai. 

AehO. I know that, fool. 

2%arw Ay, but that fool knows not himself, r 

Ajam* Therefore I beat thee. 

Tiuer* Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! his 
evasions have ears thus long.* I have bobbed his brain , more than 
he has beat my bones : I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and 
his^ mauAA not worth the ninth part of a sparrow* This lord, 
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Achilles, Ajax, who wears his wit in his h!E(Uy , and his guts in 
his head, 1 11 tell yon what I saj of him. 

Jchil. What? 

Ther. Isaj, tfaisAjax^ 

Jehih Nay , good Ajax. [Ajax offers to strike him* 

Ther. Has not so much wit — 

AchiL Nay, I must hold yon. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom he 
comes to flght* 

^cAt7» Peace, fooU 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the fool will 
not: he there; that he, look you there. 

4J€tx. O, thou damned cur! I shall — 

Aehil. Will you set your wit to a fool's? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool's will shame it. 

Pair. Goodwor^, Thersites. 

AchU. What's the quarrel? 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of the pro- 
clamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I senre thee not. 

Ajax. Well, goto, goto. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Tour last service was sufferance, 'twas not-voluntary; 
no man is beaten volimtary: Ajax was here the voluntary, and you 
as under an impress. 

Ther. Even so? — a great deal of your wU, too, Mes in your 
sinews, or else there be liars* Hector shall have a great catch, if 
he knock out either of your bmins: he were i^ good crack a fhs^ 
nut with no kemeL 

AchU. What , with me too , Thersites? 

Ther. There 'a Ulyeses, and old Nestor, -^ whose wit was 
mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, •*- yoke you like 
draught oxen, and make you plough up the war. 

Aeha. What? what? 

Ther. Tes, good sooth: to, AchOles, to Ajax, to-* 

AjfUD.. I shall cut out your tongue. 
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Iher. T is no mttter ; I shall speak itt miM^h as thov , after- 
wards. 

Pair. No more words, Thersites; peace! 

Ther. I will hold mj peace when JLchflles' farach bids me, 
shaUir 

JchiL There's for jon, Patroeliis. 

T/ier. I will see yon hanged, like clotpoles , ere I come any 
more to your tents: I will keep where there ia wit stirring, and 
leaye the fiction of fools. lEa^t. 

Pair, A good riddance. 

JehU. Marry, this, Sir, is proclaimed through all onr 
host: — 
That Hector , by the fifth hour of die snn , 
Win, with a trumpet, 'twixt onr tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms. 
That hath a stomach; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what : H is trash. Farewell. 

4Jax. FarewelL Who shall answer him? 

AchU, I know not: it is put to lottery; odierwise, 
•fieluiewhisman. 

Jljax. 01 meaning yon. — I will go learn more of it. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE U. 
Troy, k Room In Priam's Palace. 

EwUr Priam, Hbctor, Trouus, Paris, amd HBtiNQs. 

Pri, After so many hours, Mves, speeches spent, 
Thifs once again says Nestor from the Greeks : — 
"Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 
As honour, loss of time, travail, eipence, 
Wonnds, Mends, and what else dear that is consamM 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war , — 
Shall be struck off: " — Hector , wliat say you to 't? 

Hect, Though no man lesser fears ^e Greeks than I ■, 
As far as touched my partieolar , 
Tet, dread Priam, * 
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There is no k4t of more softer boweU ^ 

More epiugy to suck in the sense of fear , 

More ready to cry oat — ** Who knows wh«^ follows?" 

Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety^ 

Surety secure ; but modest doubt Is cali'd 

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 

To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen ^ : 

Since the first sword was drawn about tlJs question » 

Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes » 

Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours: 

If we haye lost so many tenths of oors , 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten ^ 

What merit.'s in that reason, which denies 

The yielding of her up 7 

TVo. Fie, fie! my brother 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king » 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces? will you with counters sum 
The past^roportion of his infinite? 
And buckle in a waist most fiithomlesf « 
With spans and inches so diminutiye 
As fears and reasons? fie, forcedly shame! 

HeL No marvel /though you bite so «harp at reasons , 
Ton are so emp^ ofwem. Sheuld not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affiiirs with reasons , 
Because your speech hath none , that tells him so? 

7Vo, Ton are for dreams and slumli^ers, brother jiriest: 
Ton fiir your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons : 
Ton know , an enen^y intends you harm , 
You know, a sword oi^loy'd is perilous^ 
And reason flies the ohjeot of aU harm. 
Who marvels, then, when Heleous beholds 
A. Grecian and his sword, ifhedoset 
Hie very wings of reason to his heels. 
And fly Uke chidden Mercury from Jove^ 
Orlikeastardis-orb'd? — Nay, ifwe talk of reason^ 

3Ji7 



d by Google 



80 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 

Let 's shut our gates , and sleep : manhood and honour 
Should have hare hearts , would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustthood deject. 

Meet. Brother, she is not worth what she dotii cost 
The holding. * 

TVo. What is aught, but as *t is TSlued? 

Heet. But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds his estimate and dignity , 
As well wherein 't is precious of itself , 
As in the prizer. T is mad idolatry , 
To make the service greater than tiie god ; 
And the will dotes , that is inclinable 
To what infectioudy itself affects , 
Without some image of th' affected merit. 

2>o. I take to-day a'wifo, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears , 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment. How may I avoid , 
Although my will distaste what it elected , 
The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour. 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant , 
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve , 
Because we now are fiill.y It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath of full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce , 
And did him service: he touch*d the ports desired ;^ 
And for an old aunt , whom the Greeks held captive , 
He brought a Grecian queen , wbose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and m^es pale die morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep out aunt. , 
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a peai^l , 
Whose price hadi launched above a thousand ships , 
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And tiirn'd crown'd kings to merehants. 

If you 'U avouch 't was wisdom Paris went, 

As you must need , for you all cry'd — " Go , go;" 

If you 'U confess, he brought home noble prize » 

As you must needs, for you all elapp'd your hands, 

And cry'd — *• Inestimable ! " why do you now ^ 

The issue of your proper wisdoms rate , 

And do a deed that fortune never did , 

Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 

Richer than sea and land? 0, theft most base , 

That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 

But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen , 

That in their country did them that disgrace , 

We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos. l^ithin,] Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Pri, What noise? what shriek is this? 

7Vo. T is our mad sister: I do know her voice. 

Cas. l^ithin.] Cry, Trojans! 

Hect It Is Cassandra. 

i^n^er Cassandra, ravinf^^ 

Cas, Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes , 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect, Peace, sister, peace! 

Cas. Virgins and boys , mid-age and wrinkled eld, 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry , 
Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that knass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears: 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, bums us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen, and a woe! 
Cry, cry! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
So madly hot , that no discourse of reason , 
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Nor fear of bad success in a bad caose > 
Can qualify the same? 

TVo. Why, brother Hector, ' 

We may not think the justuess of each act 
Such and no other than event doth ibrm it ; 
^ Nor once deject the courage of our minds , 
Because Cassandra's mad : her brainnsick raptures 
Gannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel, 
' Which hath our several honours aU engsg'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part , 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons ; 
And Jove forbid , there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par, Else might the world convince of levi^r , 
As wdl my undertakings, as your counsels; 
But, I attest the gods, your fuU consent 
Gave wings to my propension , Imdcutoff 
All fears attending on so dire a project : 
For what, alas! can these my single arms? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour , 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
lliis quarrel would ^icite? Tet, I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties , 
And had as ample power as I have ^1 , 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

PH. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights: 
You have the honey still , but these the gall. 
So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to my^self 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it , 
But I would have the soil of her Mt rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen , 
Disgrace to your great worths , and shame to me , 
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Ontermsofbasecompiilsioa?/ €afiiit}M» / > • .; 

That 80 degenerate a strain as tiiis I > .{t>> . 

Shoidd once set footiBcioyapfgenevoiiabosoiii&T .t . > i < 
There 'snot the meanest spirit o« our j^afcty^ . pito . 

Withontahearttodare, orsvordtodraw^M. . vr v .^ , 
When Helen is defended; noroone^onob^it . < . i^* ^ >; 
Whose life were ill hestow^4r or deatfi volua'di^.. . . i ; 'k ' ' 
Where Helen is the subjects the«i I saj^ I' I . - . ! 
Well may we fight lisir her ^ whom^ we]»iow.w«Ui i tr .: 
The world's large spaces canpoiparalleL 

Htfct Paris, andTM»llii9f you<bav«b«th«aid.weU; > 
And on the caose and qnflstion DOW in haiBd 
Have gloi'd, — but snperficiaUy; notm«ch 
Unlike ydong men, whom Ariatotle thought . . < . <; i n : 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy. •,um\ 

The reasons yoQ allege dq more conduoe .;)^^ 

To the hot passion of distemper'd blood. 
Than to make np a firee determination 

'Twixtrif^t and wrong; forpleasure, andfeYengOf * ; 

Have eara more deaf than adders lathe voicA 
Of any true decision. Nature oraves^ 
Alldnesberender'dtotheii'owDevsrQOW^ ■^^ 
What nearer debt in all hnmani^ - : 

Than wifo is to the husband? if this law 
Of oatpn be corrupted through attectlbii', * ; < u^ 

And that great minds , of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills , re^st the same , 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation , 
To curi> those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. * 
IfHden^. then, bewifetoSptfta'^Uttg', 
A$iiiskjM>wsisheiB, these moral.laws • i 

OfMlBTfe* aodofaatioD, tp^aktiond 
T#hliv«herbaekretQni'd« thus to persiafr. . : > : 
In doiiig wrong ttUenuatea not wrong,' 
But makes it much more heavy* H#etoi^a opinion 
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Is this, in way of troth: yet, neMhelMs, 
Vyspritelybfethreo, I propeod to yon 
In molation to keep Helen still; 
For 't is a cinse (htlhtth BO wean depeodtnee 
Upon oor Joint and several dignitieB. 

IVo. Why, there yon tonek'd the tif^ Of onr designs 
Were it not glory that we more ^feeted , 
Than the performaiice of onr heating spteens , ^ 

I wonid not wish a drop of Trejan faiood 
Spent more in herdeteeev Bnl, worthy Heeior, 
She is a theme of honour and renown t 
A. spur to nliant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down onr foes , 
And&ine, in time to come, canoniieus: 
For, I presume, brave Hector woiridnotloso 
So ridi advanta^B of a promised glory. 
As smfles upon the forehead of this aeKon, 
For the wide worki's revenue. 

HeeU I am yours, 

Tou valiant oflbptfng of groat Priamus. — 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and foctious nobles of the Greeks , 
Will strike amatement to their drowsy spirits. 
I was advertis'd , their great genend slept , 
Whilst emulation in the army crept t 
This, Ipresume, wfllwakehim. [Bisetmi. 

SCENE III. 
The Grecian Camp. Before Achillbs' Tent. 

Ther. How now, Thersitee ! wiia^! lost in the labyrinlhof iby 
ftiry? Shall the elephant Ajai carry it thus? he beats me, md I 
rail at him: O worthy satMictiont would, it were otbei«wise; 
that I could beat him, wWlsCfae railed at me. 'Sfoot, I'HIearn 
to conjure and raise devils, but I 'H see some Issue of my spiteful 
eiecratlons. Then, there '8 lAchillep,-* a rare engineer. IfTh>y 
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be QOt taken till these two Qadermiiie it , the walls will stand till 
they fall of themselves. O , thou i^nat thnnder-darter of Olympus ! 
forget that thou art Jove fhe king of gods; and, Mercury, lose all 
the serpentine craft of ihy Caduceus, if ye take not that little, 
litUe, les8-than>fittle wit from them ihattiiey hare; which short- 
armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant scarce , it will not in 
circumvention deliTer a fly from a e^der^ without drawing their 
massy irons and cutting the web. After tMs, the vengeance on 
the whole camp! or, rather the Neapolitan boue-ache; for that, 
.methlnks, is the curse dependant on those that war for a pUcket. 
I have said my prayers , and devil , envy, say Amen. What , ho ! 
my lord Achilles 1 

J^n^er Patroclits. 

Pair. Who 's there? 'Thetsites? Good Theisites, come in 
and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remen^>ered a gilt counterfeit, thou 
wouldest not have slipped out of my contemplation; but it is no 
matter: thyself upon thyself! The common curse of mankind, 
folly and ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven bless thee 
from a tutor, and discipline come not near thee! Let thy blood 
be thy direction till thy death! then, if she, that lays thee out, 
says thou art a fair corse, 1 11 be sworn and sworn upon 't, she 
never shrouded any but lazam^ Amen. Where 's Achilles? 

Pair* What] art thou devout? wast thou to prayer? 

7%«r. Ay; the heavens hear met 

^-^ Enter Achilibs. 

JekU. Who's there? 

Pair* niersites, mylord. 

Jchil. Where, where? — Art thou comet Why, my 
cheesy , my digestion , why hast thou not served thyself in to my 
table so many meals? Come; what's Agamemnon t 

7%er, Thy commander, Achilles. Then, teUme, PafrocluS| 
what's Achilles? 

Pair. Thy brd, Thersites. Then, tell me, I pray thee» 
fdiat '8 thyself? 
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T^er. Thy knower, Batrodos* Then tdl me^ Pttrodus, 
wfait art thou? 

Pair. Thoomnsltellt thttluiowetl. 

jiehiU 0! teU, teU. 

Hur. I '11 declioe the whole qoestioo. Agtmemnon com^ 
mauds AehOles; Achillea la my lord; I am Patrodua' knower; 
and Patroclos is a fool. 

Pair, Ton rascal I 

Tker, Peace, fool! I have iiot done* 

JeAil. HeisapriYllegedmaii. — Proceed, Thersites. 

Tksr» Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a Ibol; Xhersites is 
a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclos is a fool. 

jicIUU. Deriyethis: come. 

Ther, Agamemnon Is a fbol to offer to command Achilles ; 
Achilles is a fool ttbt commanded of Agamemnon) Thersilesis a 
fool to senre sach a fool ; and Patrodns is a fool positive. 

Pair. Whyamlafool? 

Tker. Blake that demand of the prover.*- It snfllces me, thon 
art. Lookjoa, who comae here? 

Enter JLbambmhov ^ Ultssbs, MsaTon, Diomsobs, oiu/Ajax. 

JchiL PatfOdos, 1 11 speak with nobody. -^ Come in with 
ma, Therdtes. lEwU. 

Thar. Here in sack patchery, soch joggling, and sudikna- 
yery! aUthetrgnmenlianandiold, andawfaore; agood^arrd, 
to draw emoloas fictions, and bleed to death npon^ Now, the 
dry serpigo on the sobject , and war and lecheiy confoond all ! 

[Exit. 

Agam. Where is AchillesT 

Patr. Within his tent; botillHiispos'd, mylor4. 

Agam* Let it be known to him that we are bere. 
Wesentoprnnessengers; and we lay by 
Oor appertaiaments visiting of him : 
Let him be tdd so, lest, perchaoce, bethink 
We dare not move the qoestion of oor place , 
Orknow.i|otwhatweare. ^ 

Pair. I shall say to him. {RaU. 
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Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent: 
He is not sick. 

4jaw, YeSf lion-sidi, eidi of prond heart: yon may eall ft 
melancholy, if yoa will fiivoar tiie man; but, by my head, 'tis 
pride: bntwhy? why? let him shttw ns a cause. — A word, my 
lord. [Takings XBAUEUnoTH aside. 

Nest. What moYOS Ajai thus to bay at him ? 

Ulyss, JLchilles hath iareigled his fool firom him. 

Nest. Who? ThersitesT 

Ulyss, He. 

Nest, Then will Ajax la<^ matter, if he have lost his (irgament. 

Ulyss, No , yoQ see , he is his armament, that has his argn^ 
ment, AchiUes. 

Nest, All the better; thdr fraction is more our wish, than 
their fiiction: but it was a strong eomposmv, a fool coold dis- 
unite. 

Ulyss, The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may easily 
untie. Here come Patroclus. 

Nest. No Achilles with hhn. 

Re'^nter PATROC^uSt 

Ulyss, The elqihant hath jomts , but none for eourtesy t his 
legs are legs for necessity , not for flexure. 

Patr, Achilles bids me say, heismuehsony, 
If any thing more than your sport andf pleasure 
Did move your greatness , and this noble state , 
To call upon him : he hopes, it is no other. 
But, for your health and your digestion sake » 
An after-dinner's breath. ' 

Agam, Hear you, Patroclus. 

We are too well acquainted with these answers ; , 
Buthiserasion, wkig'd thus swift with scorn » 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he htth, and mueh (he reason 
Why we ascribe it to him; yet all his virtues. 
Not Yiitoously on his own part beheld , 
Do is our eyes begin to lose their gloss ; 
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Tea, like fiUrlhiU ill aawiwMesome'i^Hsh, 

Areliketorotmitasted. Go and teU hkn , 

We come to speak wttbkiiii; and yov shall not ain, 

Ifyoadoaay, we think him overbroad » 

Aodmider-hoiiest; in self-assumptioo greater, 

Than io the note of jodgment; and worthier than himself 

Here tend the sarage strangeness he puts on; 

Disguise the holy strength of their command » 

And underwrite in an obsenring kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes» his ebbs, h& flows, as if 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on Us tide. Go, tell him this : and add. 

That, ifheoTerholdhis price so much, 

Weil none of him; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war* 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Before a sleeping giant : — tell him so. 

Pair. I shall; and bring his answer presently. [jEaU, 

Agam. In second voice we If not be satisfied , 

Wb come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enterjon. 

[£d^UlTBSX8. 

Ajtm. What is he more than another? 

Agavu No more than what he tlUnks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he thinks himself 
a better man than I am? 

Agmau. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is? 

Agam. No, noble Aju; you areas strongs as valiant, as 
wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogether more 
tractable. 

4i(UB. Why should a man be proud? Hpw doth pride grow? 
I know not what pride is* 

Agam. Tour mind is the clearer ^ Ajax » and your virtues the 
flrirer. He that is proud , eats up himself: pride is his own glass, 
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his own trumpet, his o:wn duropf^ife; «nd i^t^i^r f fiise^ itself 
but in the deed, deTonrs the deed in the praise. < . , 

4JQiB. I do hate a proad loa^ «, as I hate. th» engendering ol 
toads* 

NetU Tet he loves himself: i^/tno^ ^f^gel ^., ,,, , ,. [^nfft^ 

ite>dnfei* UtTSSBS. ' 

Ulyu. Achilles will not to tl^ field tormprrow* ; ,, 

Agam, What 's his eKuse? 

l}l}^t. He doth rely: 90 n^ne; 

Bat earries on the stream of his dispose 
Without observance or respect of any , 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not , upon our fair request ^ 
Untent his person » and share the air with ms7 , 

Vlyn. Things small as nothing, for request's 8ak# only , 
He makes important. Possess'd he is with grfatnesa; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a prid^ 
That quarrels at self-breath: imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse. 
That , 'twixt his mental and his active parts , . 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages , 
And batters down himself : what should I say? 
He is so pkguy proud , that the death to]L^s of it 
Cry — "No recovery." 

Jgom. Let Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him.in his tent: 
'T is said, he holds yon well; and will be led, 
At your request , a little from himself. 

Ulyu, Agamemnon! let it not he 90« 
We 11 consecrate the steps that Ajax n»akes 
WheatheygofromAchUles: shall the proud lord » ;. 
Thatl>astes his arrogance with his own seam , 
And never sulfers matter of the world 
Enter his thoogfats , — save such as dpth reT<^ve 
Andrmninate himself, -^ shall he be won^pp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 
IV. 337 
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K6, tidsilitieisirar^iuid right ttfiant lord 

Host not 80 stale htepialm, nobly acqtdt'd ; 

W, by my win, a^8Qbjngateldsiii«rit,< 

As amply titled as Achilles is, by ^ing to Achilles: 

ThatSrere to enlard his fet-^already pride t 

And add more coals to Cancer , whcfi he boms 

Will eotertaining great fiyperion. 

This lord go to him! Jupiter foriiid; ' 

And say in thunder — ** Achilles, goto him.*^ 

Notti O! this' is well; he mbs the vein of him. lAHde, 

Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applantol [Aside. 

4jax. Iff go to him, with my armed fist 
I '11 pash him o'er the fiice. 

Agam, 0, no! yon shall not go. 

Aijax. An 'a be proud with me, Illpheezehispride. 
Let m^ go to him. 

Uhy$$, Not for Ae worth that hangs uponour <^trrel. 

Ajax, A paltry, insolent feilow! 

Nest. How he describes 

Himself? ' [Aside, 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable? 
• Ulyss. The raven 

Chides blackness. [Ande, 

Ajax, ' ■ I^lethishumourS'blood. 

Agam. He will be the physician , that should be th6 patteni; 

[Aside, 

4jax. An all men were o' my mind , -*- 

Ulyss, Wit would be out of fkshion. 

' tAside. 

Aiax, 'A should not b(^ it so, 
A should eat swords firsts shall pride carry it? 

Nest, An 'twotUd, you Scarry half. ytMe, 

Ulyss, ) 'A would have ten shares. 

[AMt, 

4jax. IwUlkUMdhim; I will make him supple. 

NeH, He's not yf« thorough warm: force him With {(i^fees. 
Pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. [Aside. 
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Ulyss. My lord , yon feed too mbeli dtt ^ie ^slflce. 

[7b AeAMiACiioH. 

Ae*^. Onr noble general , d6 not d^ «o. 

iWo. You must prepare to figlil vfttiourAolrilles. 

Ulyn, Why, 't is this naming of him dd^ llf m* hiitvi. '^ 
Hereisaman — but 'tis before his face^,' ' - 

IwiUbesilent. 

Nest, "Wherefore should yott *yt ' 

He Is not emulous, as Aehille^fs. A , ; . ; 

£%M. Know the irhole^worM, lie^fs^flsrtkiltot)t:''\ 

j^'ax, A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus wHBikd? 
Would, he were a Trojan ! 

Nat, What a vice 

Were itin Ajax now— 

Ulyss, If he were proud 7 

Dio» Or covetous of praise? 

UlyMs. Ay, Or snrt^ borne? 

Dio^ Or strange ) or self-affee ted? 

Ulyu. Thank the heavens, lord, thou avt of«<m«l opufr- 
posttre^ . ./ . 

Praise him that got thee , her that gate thee raoli : 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and th^^ parts of nature • ' ' 

Thriee-ftm'd; beyond all erudition; 
But he that disciplined thine arms to fight , 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain , 
And give him half : and for thy vigour, • 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I vdU not praise thy^ wisdom., . 
Which, like a boom, a pale, ashore, eonfiaet , 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: here's Nestor, 
Instructed by 0ie antiquary times , 
HemiMt, h»l8, hecamiotbiitbewisb; - ' ' ' 
But pardon , foUier Nestor , were your days . 
AsgreenasAjn* and yourbrain so tempered, 
You should not have the eminence of faitt , 
But be as Ajax. ' ^ ^ ' 

4jax. Shan I call you father ? 
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Nut. Aj, my food mn. 

JHq, B«nil'dbyhiin, lordAjax. 

Uly$s. ThereisDoUnTtngbere: UieW(AcluU«8 
Keepstbickeu Fle»8e it our gnat general 
To call together all his state of war : 
Fresh kings are come to Troy ; tor-morrow , 
We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
And here's a lord, — ^ome knights from east to west, 
And enll their flower , Ajax shall cope the hest. 

Agam. Go weto council. Let AehiHes sleep : 
Light hosts sail swift, thoo^ greater halk# draw deep. 

[Eateunt 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace. 

Enier Pamdar us and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend! yon; pray yon, a word^ Ho not yon follow 
the yoni^ lord Paris? 

Serv. Ay, Sir, when he goes helbre me. 

Pofi. Ton dep^ upon him, I mean? 

Serv, Sir , I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, Ton depend upon a n(Ale gentleman t I mn#t needs 
praise him. 

Sem. The lord be praised ! 

Pan. Ton know me, do yon not? 

5erv. Faith, Sir, snperfieially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better. I am the lord Pander us. 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your faononr better. 

Pan. I do desire it. ~ "^ . 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. [MvHomUdru 

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and lordship ^are my 
titles. — What music is tUs? 

Serv. I do but partly know. Sir: it is music in parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians? 

Serv. Wholly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? ; 
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Serv^ To Ae bearers , Sir. 

Pan. At wbose pleasure, friend? 

Sem. At mine. Sir; and ^irs thaUove masic. 

Pan. Command, Imeaii, friend. 

Sem. Who shall I command, Sir? 

Pan. Friend, we andei;stand not one another: I am too 
comrdy, and thou art too conning.^ At whose reqnest do these 
men play? 

Serv. That 's to 't , indeed , %. Marry , Sir , at the request 
of Paris, my lord, who is there in person $ with him the mortal 
Venus , tiie heart-blood of beauty , love's invisible soul — 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida? 

Serv. No, Sir, Hden:' could yon not find out that by her 
attributes? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen the 
lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from the prince Troilus : 
I win make a complimental assault upon him, for my business 
seeths. 

Serp. Sodden business : there 's a stewed phrase, indeed. 

Ei^er'PAEiB andEBSJfJH f attended. . 

Pan. Fair be to you , my lord , and to all this fiiir company ! 
fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide them; especially to 
you , &ir queen : fair thoughts be your fiiir pillow ! 

Helen. Bear lord, you are ftdl of foir words. 

Pan. Ton speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. — Fair 
prince , here is good broken music. 

Par. Tou have broke it, cousin; and, by my life, you shall 
make it whole again: you shall piece it out with a piece of your 
performance. — Nell, he is foil of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. . 

Helen. 0, Sir! - 

Pan. Eude, in sooth; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord. Well, you say so in fits. 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen. — My lor4« 
will you vouchsafo me a word? 
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Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we 11 hear yoo sing, 
eertaiDly. 

Pan. Wdl) sveeC queen, yon are pleasant with me. But, 
marry, thns, my lord. — My dear lord, and mo^ esteemed 
friend, ypor brother Troilns — 

Helen. My lord Pandams ; honey^-eweet lord , — 

Pan, Go to , sweet queen, go to : — commends hhnself most 
affectionately to yon. 

Helen. Ton shdl not bob ns out of onr melody: if yon do, 
onr melancholy upon yoor head. 

Pan. Sweet qoeen , sweet qneen ; that *t a sweet queen , — 
i'fidth — 

Helen. And lo make a sweet lady sad is a wtar oflbnce. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn; that sliaU H not, 
in tm^, la ! Nay, I care not for such words : no , no. — And, 
taiy lord , he desires you , that if the king call fbr him at supper, 
yon will make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus , — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen , — my Tery yery sweet 
qneen? 

Par. What exploit's in band t where sups he to-night 7 

Helen. Nay, but my lord, — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen? — My «ousip wil) £|U out 
with yon. You must not know where he snps^ 

Par. Illlaymylife, with my disposer Crfssida. 

Pan. No, no; no such matter, you are wide. Come, your 
disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I '11 make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why shodd you say Cressida? no, 
your p6or disposer 's sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You ^y ! ^at do you spy? — Come, give me an in- 
strument — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why^ this fe kindly done. 

Pan, My niece ts horribly in love with a thing you hav^, sweet 
qoeen. 

Helen. She shall have it , my lord , if it be not my lord Paris. 
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Pan. Qel no , gbe 'U noxie of himi ^1 two are twain^ 

Helen. Falling in, a(ier falling oat, may make them three. 

Pan. Come , come , 1 11 hear no more of this I '11 sing yon 
a song now. f 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ytM now. By my troth, sweet lord, 
thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan, Ay, you may, you may. 

Helena Let thy song be lote: this love will undo us aU. 0, 
Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan. Love! ay, that it shall, T faith. » 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but. love. 

Pan. In good troth , it begii^ soi 

Love, love, nothing hut love , ttilltnore! 

For, ohllovt^sho^ 

Shoots huek and do^i 

The thqft confounds , 

Not that ie iffoundi 
But tickles still the sore. 
l%eseloversorp'^&hl oh! fheydhl 

Yet that which seems tlie wound to kill, 
Dothiumohl oh! to ha! ha! he! 

So dying love Uves still : 
Oh! oh! awhile, but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh! oh! groans out for Aa I ha! hal^-'heyho! 

Helen. In love, i'feith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and that breeds hot 
blood , and hot blood begets hot thoughts , and hot thoughts beget 
hot deeds, and hot deeds is^ love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hpt thoo|[^ts, 
and hot deeds? — Why, they are vipers: is love a generation of 
vipers? Sweet Lord, who 's a-field to-day? 

Par. Hector, Beiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy: I would ^n bave armed to-day, but my Nell 
would not have it so. How chance my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something : — you know aU» lord 
Pandarus. 
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Pan, Mot I, hoiief-«w«et queen. — I long to hear how diey 
tped to-day. — Ton 11 remember jour brother's «xcnse? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. ' 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will /sweet queen. {Exit. 

[A Retreat sounded. 

Par. They 're come from field : let us to Priam's baH, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles . 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd , 
Shall more obey than to the edge of steel , 
Or force of Greehish sinews: yon shall do move 
Than aU the island kings, disann great Hector. 

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his semot, Paris: 
Tea, whatheshallreceiTeofusinduty^ 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we haro : 
Tea, OYcrshines oursdf. 

Par. Sweet, abpTSthoui^tXkiTe thee. [Bweuni. 

SCENE IL 

The Same. Pakoarus' Orchard. 

EnierVAXiiiJkXOBaiMl a Servant^ meetings ' 
Pan. How now! where 's thy master? at my cousin Cressi- 
da's? 

Sert>. No, Sir; he stays for yon to conduct him thither. 

Enter Tsoiius. 

Pan. O! here becomes.^ How now, how now! 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. lExit Servant. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin? 

Tro, Ho , Pandarus : I stalk about her doof , / 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staring for waftage. ! be thou my Charon , 
Atid give me swift transportattce to those fidds , 
Where I may wal(ow in the lily beds 
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Proposed for thedeserver; O^^ji^ntlePaiidirQsI 
From Oipid*)i 8iu>iiid«r pluck his pxkited ivkigs , 
And fly wftb m^ tO'^ressid. 

Pan, Walk here rtii^orohard. I '11 hrfaig hfer'SUnight, 

[EwitVAVJiAKVt. 

TVo. I am giddy t expectation whirii me round. 
JW imsgfnarj relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense; wfaaliriUitbe^ 
When that tl» watery palate tastes indeed 
LoTe's thrice-repured nectar Y death, I fear me; 
Swoonkig destruction ; or some joy too fine , 
Too subtle-potent , tun'dtob'Sfaarp in sweetness,. 
For the capaei^ of my ruder powers* 
I fear it nmcb; and I do fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my je^ys;. 
As doth a battle , when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

J to ef tf ar PijinARiHl. > 

Pm: She 's miAIng her ready; she 'U come straighl} you 
must be witty, now. She does so blush, and letches her -^nd so 
short f as if she were frayed with a sprite :. I '11 fetch her. It is (he 
prettiest villain: she fetches her breath so short as a<iewhta'en 
sparrow. iE^Ht^AvpAMXju. 

7>o. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom : 
Hy heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse , 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose , 
Like vassalatge at unawares encountering^ 
The eye of mi^jesty. 

Enter l^ATfDiAVB and CtiEBBtDA. 
Pan, Come, come, what need you blush? shame "s a baby. 
— Here she is now: swear the oaths ofow to her, that you hare 
sworn to-me.-*^ What! areyou gone agaiit^ydirmiBt*^ watched 
ere you be made tame , must yoAT' Come your ways , come yoto 
ways; an you draw backward, we ^ putyeti i^tiie fffls.-^ Why 
do you not speak to her? -^ Come, ^Snm this curfafn, Mi*M 's 
see your pietare. Alas the day , how hiatb you are to offend day^ 
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light! an 't were teli,i /•« 'd dose sooner. 8o» so; rab od, 
and kiss Uie mistms. How now! e kiss in fiie->Ami7 build 
there, earpenter; the air is sweet. Nay, yon shall fight yonr 
hearts em, em I pail ftm. Xke^Mcon as the fienl^, for all the 
ttncksi' the river: goto, goto. 

7Vo. Ton have bereft me of all wards* lady. . . 

Pan. Words pay no debts , give her deeds ; but she 11 bereavf 
yon of the deeds too, if shecall yonr activity in faeation. WhatI 
billing again? Here 's -** «* bt witness whereof the parties inters 
changeably" — Gonein, oomein: lUfoget&fife. 

Cres. WiU yon walk in, my lord t. 

TVo. OCressidal howoftenliavelwishckdiMthnsI 

Ores. Wished, my lord? ^ Thegods gnui! ^.0 my Imdl 

7^0. What should they grmt? wiMt mkes this pretty ab^ 
ruption? What too enrleai dreg eq^esMiyBwM lady In the flmn« 
tain of onr love? 

Ores, More dregs than water j tf my fears have eyes. 
I JVov Fearamakedeiilsofohcnibilis; theyn^erSfeetndy. 

Ot#. i BUndftarv that aeehig reason leads, indssaflnr footing 
th4n blind reason, stumbling without fear: to fear the worst, ell 
enrei the worse. 

7W^. or let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Gnpfd^S pa^ 
geant there is presented no monster^ 

Ores, Nor nothing monstrous ndihet'? 

7Vo. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we voW to wee> 
seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers; t)iink!ng it harder tt^t 
our mistress to devise imposition enough, than for US Uiuiidhtga 
any difficulty imposed* This la the mon^tresity in love , lady , — 
that t^e wfll Is infinite, and theexeo^on cokufiaed ; that thi^d^ire 
is boundless , and (h^ act f£laye to limit. , 

,,PrM4 They aay» aU {overs swear more perfovmance than they 
are ablot and yet iesei;ve an ability jthat they never perform; vowing 
more than the perfoction^of ten, apd diseharglng lesft than the 
tenth;paf|of<9ne« They thiUf have the vQice^ofUopa* and the act Qf 
hares, are they not monslara? h 
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<•■ 
Tro. Are there such? suck are Dot we. Praise us as we are 
tasted; allow us as we prove: our head shall go bare, till merit 
crown it. No perfection in reversion shall have a praise in present : 
we will not name desert, before his birth; and , being bom , his 
addition shall be humble. Few words to fair Mib : Troilus shall 
be such to Cressid, as what envy can say worst, shall be a mock for 
his truth; and what truth can speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 
Cres. Will you walk in , my lord? 

Re-enter "Pasdxrvb. 

Pan. What! blushing still? have you not done talking yet? 

Oref. Well , uncle , what folly I commit , I dedicate to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that: ifmy lord get a boy of you, you'll 
give bim me. Be true to my lord ; if he flinch , chide me for it. 

Tro, You know now your hostages; your uncle's word, and 
my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I '11 give my word for her too. Our kindred, 
though they \>e long ere they are wooed, tkey are constant, being 
won : they are burs , I can tell you ; they 'U stick where they are 
thrown. 

Cres, Boldness comes to me now^ and brings me heart. — 
Prince Troilus , I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid , then , so hard to win? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won , my lord , 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon me, — 
Iff confess much , you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it. — In faitj^ , I He : 
My thoughts were like unbridled children , grown 
Too headstrong for their mother: see , we fools I 
Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to.us. 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves? — 
But , though I lov'd you well , I woo'd you not ; 
And yet , good faith , I wish'd myself a man , 
Or that we women had men's privilege 
Of speakii% ficst. Sweet , bid me hold my tongue ; 
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For, id tbis rapture, Itfhdlsiv^spedc 
Thethkig I slnli eepeot. See, see ! Tour^eoee, 
CvDUfiig in dnmbiiesd , from ray weakaeM4rKW» 
tfX very «oyl of counsel. Slop ny BMyvtfa. 

TVo; AjhI shdl , albeit sweet nrasic isssesitheiiMw 

Pan. Fretty,i*ftiHli. 

•Cres. My lord, I do beseech yoo, ptfdonme; 
T was not my purpose , thus to beg a kiss* 
I am asham'd : — heayeos ! what have I.done? — 
For this time will I take my leave , my lord. 

TVtf. Your leave, sweet Gressld? 

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-mofrow msmiag , ->— 

Ov#. Pray you , cooteut you. 

TVo. What offends you , Atdft 

Cre$. Sir, mine «wn company. 

Tro. Tou cannot shun 

TourselL 

€r99. Let me go and try. 
I have a kind ofs^ resides ^^ you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave , 
To be «iother^ fool. ' I would be gone. — 
Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak , that speak sO'Wtsely. 

Cre$. Perchance , my lord , I ^w mere craft than love , 
And fell so roundly to a large confession , 
To angle for your thoughts ; but you are wise , 
Or else you love not , for to be wise , and love , 
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. ! that I thought it could be in a woman , 
(As , if it can , I will presume in you) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth , 
Outliving beauty's outward , with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays s 
Or , that persuasion could but thus convinee me , 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Blight be affronted wi^ the match and wei^ 
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j^f ^ifffih a winnow'd purity Jo loy^; 
How were I then uplifted 1 but , alas I 
I am as tnie as troth's simplicitj , 
And simpler than the infancy of troth. 

Ores. In^i^f '^IJiFATirithyoa. 

^. 0, virtuous fight! 

When right with right wars who sliall be most right. 
Trae swains in love shaU , in the world to come , 
Aj^oTS their troths by Trpilas : whe^ their rhymes , 
Full of protest, of oath , and big compare. 
Want similes , troth tir'd with iteration , — 
As troe as steel , as plantage to the moon , 
As snn to-day, as turtle to her mate, 
AsirontoadAiwit, aseartfatothecentDe, 
Tet, after all comparisons of troth. 
As troth's anthen^G au^r to be dted , 
As troe as Troilus shall crown up the verse , 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Ores, Prophet may you be! 

If I be folse , or swerre a hair from troth , 
When time is old and hath forgot itself, 
When waterdrops have wora the stones of Troy , 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up , 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing; yet let memory , 
From false to false , among false maids in love , 
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said — as fiilse 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 
As fol to lamb , as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind , or stepdame to her son ; 
Tea , let them say , to stick the heart of falsehood , 
As iklse as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made; seal :it, sei^ 4t: I H l^e the 
witness. — Here I hold your hand; here, my copsiB's. If^ever 
you prove ftlse ope to another, since I have tak^n sqch pains to 
bring you together, let all pitiful goers-between bo cftUed to the 
world's end after my ufine , call ih&ai all .^- Panidais : Jet all con- 
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ttant meo be Troilnses , all false women Cressids, and all broken- 
betweenPandars! say, amen. 

Ihf, Amen. 

Cres, Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I iHIl show yon a chamber; which 
bed, because it shall not speak of yoor pretty encounters, press it 
to death: away! 

And Cupid grant all tongued-tied maidens here , 

Bed , chamber , Pandar to provide this gear ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. 

Enter AeAMBMKON, Ultssbs, Diombdbs, Nbstor, Ajax, 
Mbmblaus, andCAisCUKa. 

CaL Now , princes , for the service I have done you , 
Th' advantage of the time prompts me , aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind , 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy , left my possession , 
Incurr'd « traitor's name ; eipos'd myself, 
From certain and possess'd conveniences , 
To doubtful fortunes; sequestering firom me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition , 
Hade tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here, to do you service , am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 
I do beseech you , as in way of taste, ^ 

To give me now a little benefit , 
Out of those many register*d in promise , 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

j4ffam. What would'st thou of us , Trojan ? nnake demand. 

Cat. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'dAntenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you, (often have you thanks therefore) 
Besir'd my Cressid in right great exchange , 
Whom Troy hath still denied; but this Atftenor, 
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I know, is such a wrest in their affairs, 
That their negociations all must slack , 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood , a son of Priam , 
In change of him s let him be sent, great princes , 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
ShaU quite strike off all senrice I have done , 
In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him , 

And bring us Cressid hither : Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal , bring word , if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge. Ajax is ready. 

J9io. This ^all I undertake; and 't is a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Ea^eunt Diohbdbs and Caixiia$. 

Enter Achilibs and Patroclus , btfore their Tent. 

Ulyst. Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent : 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him , 
Asifhewereforgol^; and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him. 
Ivrillcomelast: 'tis like, he 'U question me , 
Why such unplausive eyes arc bent , why turn'd on him ? 
If so, I have derision medicinable. 
To use between your strangeness and his pride , 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink. 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself , but pride; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam. We 'n execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along : — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully , which shall shake him more 
Thanifnotlook'don. I will lead the way. 

AchiU What! comes the general ta speak with me? 
Toa know my mind : 1 11 fight no more 'gainst Troy. 
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Jgam. WiMt says Acl^esT impM h^ mfikt iHtlt «s? 

Ne$t. Would yoa, my lord, mgbXiAtkiSa^pfimM 

Achil. No. 

Nest, NoUuDg, mylord^ 

Agam. ThebetUif. lE^moii Kvji^k»inmlitda^l!^4^m^ 

Achil. Gooddfif , gooiidty. 

Men, How do you? IvdW d« yoat Ei9jt(Wl&tkHLio«. 

i^cAi/. What! does the cackold scora iM'^ 

>(;<Li;« How now, Palrocltis! 

AehiU Goodmoitow, ijax. 

4jax, Ha? 

^cAtY. Good morrow. 

Ajax, Ay, and good neit day too. [Ab'^Ai^j^. 

^/it7. What mean these Mioirs? KnoW they ndt iieliflfetf 

Pair, They pass by strdngelf: tlre^w«i^<A6i^ to' Bendy 
To send their smiles before them to AchUles'; 
To come as hombly , as they os'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil, What! am I poor of late? , 

'TIS certain, greatness, once Orilen out with flntMr, 
Must fall out with men too : what the decKn'd id y 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall; for men, like buttetfliw^ 
Show not their mealy iHngs but to the summer ^ 
And not a man, forbeing simply man, 
Hath any honour ; but honour for drose honounr 
That are without him, aspla(^, riches, tftNlfiiMour, 
Priies of accident as oft as merit y 
Which, when they fall, as being sHppery^tiniMl, 
The love that lean'd on them , as slipper^ too , 
Doth one pluck down another, and togettar 
Die in the fall. But'^isnotsowi^me? 
Fortune and I are friends: I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess , 
Saye these men's looks; i^do, m^thlakl, fin<loM 
Something not worth in me such rich b^hi^ding 
As they have often giTMi. Here is l^yssei; : 
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I H inlerri^t Us readings — 

How now, Ulysses I » 

Ulyss. Now, gtreafrTbelisrsoii! 

jichil. What are jo«readingt! 

Writes me, that man — how dearly eterpattiiK, 
How much in having , or without or in ^ 
Cannot make boast to hanre tluub which he hath , 
Nor feels not what he owe9, but by refleetioiir;. 
As when his virtues shining upon olhefi 
Heat them , and thej retort that hea* again 
To the first giver. 

Jchil. This ift not strange, UiyssMt^ 

The beauty that is borne bare ,. in the Koe^: 
The bearer knows not » but commends itsdl 
To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
That most pure spirit of sense, heboid its^. 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with eaehother'a forms 
For speculation turns not to itself 
Till it hath traveU'd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself* This is netstMiig^alitali 

Uiyss. I do not strain at tbef osH&m , 
It is familiar , but at the author's drift ; 
Who in his cirumstance expressly proves'. 
That no man is the lord of any thki^. 
Though in and of him there be mnobi consisting. 
Till he communicate his parts to others: 
Nor doth he of himself know Ihem foe an^t 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended ; which y like an areh , veveriberatet 
The voice again; orlikeagateofsleel 
Fronting the sun , receives and renders babk 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in Unw; 
And apprehended here imiMdiat^ 
The unknown Ajax. 
Heavens, what a man i* there! every horse; 
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That hu he knovs not what. Nature t what things diere are. 

Most abject in regard, and dear in nse; 

Whatthings, again, most dear in the esteem , 

And poor in worth. Now^ shall we see to-morrow. 

An act that very chance doth throw upon him , • 

Ajaxreno^ed. OheaTensl what some men do, 

While some men leave to do. 

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes! 

How one man eats into another's pride , 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 

They clap the Inbber Ajax on the shoulder , 

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast , 

And great Troy shrieking. 

AehiL I do believe it; for they pass'd by me , 
As misers do by beggars , neither gave to me , 
Good word, nor look. What! are my deeds forgot? 

Ulysi. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion ; 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are devour*d 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done. Perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright: to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion , like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 
Where one but goes abreast: ke^p, then, the path. 
For emulation hath a thousand sons , 
That one by one pursue : if you give way , 
Or edge aside from the direct forthright, 
Liketoanenter'dtide, they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost ; 
Or , like a gallant horse foUen in first rank , 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on. Then, what they do in present, 
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Though less than yours in past, liinsto'ertopyoars; 

For time is like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand , 

And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly, 

Grasps-in the eomer : welcome ever smiles , 

And farewell goes out sighing. Let not virtue seek 

Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friendship, charity are subjects aU 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 

That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds , 

Though they are made and moulded of things past , 

And give to dust , that is a little gUt , 

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: 

Then, marvel not, thou great and complete man. 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee , 

And still it might, and yet it may again , 

Ifthouwould'st not entomb thyself alive, . 

And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds , but in these fields of late , 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves , 

And drave great Mars to faction. 

AchiU Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Uiys9. But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical. 
T is known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

JehiU Ha! known? 

Vlyu. Is that a wonder? 
The providence that 's in a watcbfhl sute 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus* gold , 
Finds bottom In th' uncomprehensive deeps, 
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Keeps place with thoni^t^ andilmott, liketkegedbc. 

Does thou^ts unyeil ia their damb tndlesc 

There is a mjsterj (with whom relation 

Barst neTer meddle) ior the soul of stale » 

Which hath an operatioD more divine , 

Than breath f or pen » ean give expressure to. 

All the commerce that you have had with Trsf , 

As perfectly is ours, asyours^ my lord; 

And better would it fit Achilles m«eh 

To throw down Hector, thanPolyiena: 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus » now at hom»y 

When fame shdl in our islands sound her triMsp , 

And all the Greekish girls sbidl tripping sing, -^ 

** Great Hector's sister did Achilles Wini» 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down bkn/' 

Farewell, my lord: I as youi lover speak; 

The fool slides o'er the i«e that you> shoufai brelak. [JBtj^Mr 

Pair. To this effect , Achilles , have I* nie<t'd^yom 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd / than an effemittate matt 
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this 
They think , my little stomach to the war ,. 
And your great love to me , restratos yOU'thus; 
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wantonCufld' 
Shall from your neck unloose hisnmovou* feldv 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's maM,< 
Be shook to air. 

Jcfiil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Pair. Ay; and» perhaps, recdte much honour by htm. 

Achil, I see, myrepnutiotiisalslito; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd« 

Patr. O! thenbeihiipep 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves. 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 
And danger , like an ague ,; sid>tly taints , 
Even then , when we sit idly in the sun. 
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Adka, Go cAllfhttrtiteShiUier, sweet BtfftwAai. 
I 'B seaA tfie f[>ol ta A[jak , and desire him 
T inTite iitf Trojan lords , lift^ tlie combatf, 
To see OS here unarm'd. I haye a imMn'^ kHdgA^^ 
An appetite that I am siclL withal , 
To see great Hector in hf»' weeds of |i«ace; 
To talk with him , and to hehold his visage, 
BvtD to my Aill^of viewl A iabomr sa^'d4 

Enter Thbrsitbs. 

7%er^ AWoaM! 

Jehil. What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up ^d down the fieldfttSliny for limsd^ 

Ac/iil. How so? 

Ther, He must fight singly to>iA6rt^WWi^Hed<^; andibso 
prophetically proud df at! heik>lcd €u^eHittg, that he rsreii in 
saying nothing. 

Jiihit. How can'tlkatbe?^ 

TAef». Why, he sltal)» Qp itnd down Ultea pefKot^; a stride;^ 
and a stand : ruminates , like an hostess , fhil hatfef no arilhii^etic 
but her brain to set down her reckoning: bites hitrllp with^ politic 
regard, as who ^ould say -^ there were wit hi Hfis heKd, an 
't woilWmii: and 80 there is ; but it lie9 as coldly ivMm ts^te in 
a flMt,r wMdh wSIf not sliOW witlitoiit knoekfttg. The umIb 'sutardone 
fbrerer; for ifHectorbreidKitfot his neck i' the eondmi, he'Hbreric. 
't himself in Tain-glory. He knows not me : I said, **Giood-watw 
row, Ajat;'' tfnd'he replMr^'Thankto!, AifannwiMn/' What 
think yott^tirttiman^ fliattrititomefik'the gCTte i at ? He'sgi^^wn 
a Tery land-fish , languageless , a monster. Aplagntf ofopidioiit! 
a man maf #(Bav it on botfil sidea^, IHie a lea&dr jerklil. 

Acbil. ThoumustbemyMlMBSidoi^toklw, TheMM. 

Tker, Who, I? Why, be 'U answer nobody; he professes 
DOlinswwiBg: speaking 19 for beggars; h0i^eitslis't4Agueitfhis 
arms. Iwiflputonhispr^sevbe: te<Fatr6clu9'makehi»deiila»As' 
tome, you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

jicfnL To him , Patroclus : tell him , — I humbly desire the 
valiant Ajai to invite the most valorous Hector to come unarmed to 
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my tent ; and to procure safecondact for his person of the magntni- 
mons, and most illustrious, six-or-seven-Hunes-honooredt eap^ 
tain-general oflhe Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do tikis. 

Pair. JoYO bless great Ajax. 

Ther. Humph ! 

Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles,— - 

Tlier. Ha! 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you to invite Hector to his 
tent — 

Ther. Humph! 

Patr» And to procure safe conduct from Agameomon. 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha ! 

Patr. What say you to H? 

Ther. Godbewi'jou, with all my heart* 

Pair, Your answer, Sir. 

Ther, If to-morrow be a fair day , by eleven o'clock it will go 
one way or other : howsoever , he shall pay for me ere he has me. 

Pair, Your answer, Sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AchiL Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he 's out o' tune thus. What music wlU be in 
him when Hector has knocked out his brains, I know not; but, 
I am sure, none, unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make 
catlings on* 

Mhil, Come, Uiou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse , for that 's the more 
capable creature. 

AMI, Myinind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[ExeurU Achillbs and'BA.TnocmjB. 

Ther, WoukLthe fountain ofyour mind were clear again, that 
I might water an ass at it I had rather be a tick in a i^eep , than 
sudi a valiant ignorance. 

lEwit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Tioy. A Street. 
Enter, at one Me, ^nbas, and Servant, with a Torch; at the 
other, Paris, Dbiphobus, Antbnor, Diombdbs, and Others, 
with Torches, 

Par. See, ho! who is that there? 

Dei. ItisthelordiEneas. 

jEne, Is the prince ftere in person ? — 
Had 1 so goo4 occasion to lie long » 
As yon, prince Paris, nothing but heaTenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That '8 my mind too. — Good morrow, lord^neas. 

Par. AraliantGreek, >Eneas, take his hand, 
^^tness the process of your speech , wherein 
Touted how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

jEne. Health to you, TaliantSir, 

During all question of the gentle truce ; 
But when I meet you arm'd , as black defiance , 
As heart can think , or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm , and so long health ; 
But when contention and occasion meet, 
By Jove , I *11 play the hunter for thy life , 
With all my force , pursuit, and policy. 

jEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. — In humane gentleness , 
Welcome to Troy: now, byAnchises'life, 
Welcome, indeed. ByYenus'handlswear, 
NomanaliTecanlove, in such a sort. 
The thing he means to kill , more excellently. 

Dio. Wesympalhize. — Jove, let ^Eneas live , 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory , 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound , and that to-morrow I 
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JEne, We kooir atcli oUier welL 

Dio. We do; and long to know each other vorae. 

Par. This is the most despkeftri gentle greeting 9 
fheooUeeiiiatcliBLJoYe, Ihai e'^er I hiw4 j^f* ^i*^ 
Sl^tbuainese, locd, soeadj? 

Mne. I was sent for to the Idog; but why, J[.1mm>9f^^ 

Par. His purpose metU.yoP* 'T ^w^'hring^ Gi;^ 
To Cak^MIt' |iH>iise; Apd there to render him» 
FortheenfireedAnteinor, Ae.£Mi^,ViipS9f4* 
Let 'shaTOjonr company; or, ifyqupL^Me, 
Haste there^fiiMre ^a. X c<M[i9t|intly ,4o .tjunk , 
(Or, rather, call my thought a «?r/aini:nawlef|ge) 
My hvotherTkoilosMges there toH^Mght: 
Roose him , and give hiofi note <>f 4>|ir approach , 
With the idiole quality wherefore: lie^. 
We shall be mnch nnweleome* 

JEne. Thatlaasweyoa: 

Troilos hadarat)^ ICipy v^re borne to Greece , 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par, Therei8ao|i)B\p; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will hsTe it so. On, lord; we '11 foUowyon* 

Mm. GoodiBorrow, all. {E^. 

Par. And tell me, nohle^iomed; 'faith, tell me true, 
Eycm in the soul of soand^ood-felloivshjp , — 
Who , in your thoughts , merits {air Helen best , 
Myself, orMeQflaTts? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to have her, that do|h s^ek her 
Not making any scruple 4>f her sollure , 
With such a hell of pain , and wqrld of charge; 
And you as well to keep her , that defend her 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, 
With such a costly loss of wealth and (rfepibi : 
He, like a puling cuckold, wQuld drink i^ 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
Tou, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
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Are pleas'd to breed out jejorialieiltoFd: 

Both merits pois'd , 6Mh weighs nor lessnormore ; 

But he as he , the heavier for a i^h^^. 

Par. -Yoja«re Aoo liltter to your coantrywoman . 

Dio, She 's bitter to her country. Hear me , '^Paris : *— 
For every false drop in her bairdy veins 
AGrecitn'siifobathsunk; for every scrapie 
Of her eof^aniiniited oanion weight , 
A Trojan hath been slain. Since she ceirid spedt , 
She hath not given so many good ^ords breath , 
As for her Greeks and Trojans sufTer'd death. 

Par. 'EairDiomedf youdoascliapmenido, ' ^ 

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy ; 
But we in ^ence bold this virtue well , — 
We '11 not commend what we intend to sell. 
Here lies ooT'^ifay. \;Bxeu?it. 

SCENE II. 

JbjaS»»^^ >CoMrtbrfbEettie^puse.pfJPA«D^xtf. 
Enter Troilus and Cressida. 
Tro. Hear »*trooble not yourself: the morn is edd. 
> Cues. Then , sweet my lord , I ^U call mine uncle down ; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

TVo. Trouble him not; 

To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses , 
As infants' empty of all thought! 

Cres. Good morrow, 'Aen. 

Tro. Pr'ytheenow, to bed. 
Cres. Are you aweary of me Y 

7K». OCresslda! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the laric , bath rous'd the ribald crows , 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer , 
I would not from thee. 

(h*e$. Night hath teen too htiet 

Jh>. Beshrew the witch I with venomous wights she stays , 
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As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love , 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought 
Yon will catch cold , and curse me. 

Ore*, Pr'ythec, tarry. — 

You men will never tarry. 

foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off, 

And, then, you would have tarried. Hark! there 's one up. 
Pan, Iff^Uhin,] What! areall the doors opra here? 
TVo. It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Crei. A. pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking: 

1 shall have such a life. — 

Pan, How now , how now ! how go maidenheads? -^ 
Here, you maid ; where 's my cousin Cressid? 

Cres, Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle I - 
You bring me to do , — andthen you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? — let her say what: — what 
have I brought you to do ? 

Ores. Come, come ; bcshrew your heart I you Tl ne'er be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poor capocchio! — 
hast not slept to-night? would he not, a naughty man, let it 
sleep? a bugbear take him ! , {Knockhig, 

Ores. Bid not I tell you? — 'would he were knock'd o' the 
head! — 
Who *8 that at door? good uncle , go and see. — 
My lord , come you again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

TVo. Ha, ha! 

Crei, Come , you are deceived ; I think of no such thing. — 

[Knocking. 
How earnestly they knock. — Pray you , come in : 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

{Exevnt Troilus and Crbsbida. 

Pan, [Going to the door. "l Who's there? what 's the matter? 
will you beat down the dopr? How now! what's the matter? 
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Enter i£iiBAt« 

jEne, Good morrow » ]ord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who 's there , my lord ^ncas ! By my Uroth , 
I knew you not: what news with you so early? ^ 

^M. Is oot prince Troilas here? 

Pan, Here! what should he do here? ^ 

JEne. Come, he is here , my lord ; do not deny him: it doth 
import him much to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you? 't is more than I know, 1 11 be 
sworn : — for my own part, I came in late. What should he do 
here? 

jEne. Who! — nay, then: — come, come, you '11 do him 
wrong ere y* are 'ware. You '11 be so true to him , to be false to 
him. Bo not you know of him , but yet go fetch him liither : go. 

Enter Troixus. 

7^04 How now! what 's the matter? 

^ne. My lord, I scarce haye leisure to salute you « 
My matter is so rash. There is at hand 
Paris your brother, andDeiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our A.nteno^ 
DeliTer'dtous; and for him, forthwith. 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

2Vo. Is it so cencludedt 

jEne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy: 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Dro. How my achieTemients modi me ! 
I will go meet them : — and, mylordiEneas, 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

Mne. Good, good, n^ylord; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Mvras, 

Pan. Is 't possible? no sooner got , but lost? The devil take 
Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. A plague upon Antenor 1 
I would , they had broke 's neck ! 
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Enter CRBSiiDA. 

Crei. Hovnowl What Is tlie matter t WUo was here? 

Pan. Ah! ah! 

Crm, Why sigh yon so profoundly t where *s my lord? gone ! 
Tell me, tweet ancle, what's the matter? 

Pan* Woold I were as deep under the earth as I am ahoTO ! 

Ores. O the gods I — what 's the matter? 

Pan. Pr*ythee, get thee in. Would thou hadst ne'er ]>eeii 
bom I I knew, thou wouldst be his death. — O poor gentleman ! — 
▲ plague upon Antenor i 

Cr9$. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees I beseech 
you, what 's the matter? 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench; thou must begone: thou 
art changed for Antenor. Thou must to thy father, and be gone 
from Troilus: *t will be his death; /t will be his bane ; he cannot 
bear it. 

Ores. O, you immortal gods! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Crei. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, 00 love, no blood, no soul so near me, 
As the sweet Troilus. — O you gods divine ! 
Make Cressid*s name the very crown of falsehood , 
If ever she leave Troilus! Time, force, and death. 
Do to this body what extremes you can , 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth , 
Drawingallthingstoit^ — I'Ugoin, and weep. — 

Pan. Do, do. 

Crei. Tear my bright hair , and scratch my praised cheeks ; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs , and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I Will not go from Troy. 

{Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

The Same. Before Pakdarus' House. 

^nfer Paris, Troilits, if^NSAs, Dbifhobus, Amtbi^or, and 

DiOMEDBS. 

Par, Itisgreatmorning, and the hour ptefix'd 
Of her deliyery to this Taliant Greek 
Comes fiist upon. — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell yon the lady what she is to do , 
And haste her to the purpose. 

JVo. Whlk into her house ; 

1 11 bring her to the Grecian presently ; 
And to his hand vhen I deliver her , 
Think it an altar , and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit, 

Par. I know what 't is to love ; 
And would, as I shall pity, 1 could help I — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
The Same. A Room in Pandarus' House* 
Enter Pardarits and Crbssida. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cres. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The grief is fine , full , perfect , that I taste , 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : how can I mo^rate it? 
If I could temporize with my affection , 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate , 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross , 
No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 
Pan. Here, here, herebe comes.— A sweet duek! 
Cres. O Troilus! TroUus! [Embracing hinu 
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Pan. Whit i pair of ^eetacks i$ here ! Let me embrace too. 
heart p — as the goodly saying is , — 
'-''^O heart, heaty heart, 
fntyeigh'etthouwiihautbreakingT 
where he answers again, 

Beeaute thou eantt not ease thy smart , 
♦ By friendship nor by speaking. 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away nothing, for we 
may Uyo to hare need of such a verse : we see it, we see it. ~ How 
now, lambs! 

7W>. Cressid , I loye thee in so strain'd a purity , 
That the bless'd gods — as angry with my fancy , 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities , — take thee from me. 

Cres. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay , ay , ay , ay : 't is too plain a case. 

Ores. And is it true , that I must go from Trey 7 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cres. What! and from Troilus too? 

TVo. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Ores, Is it possible? 

Tro* And suddenly; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Ofallrejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embrasures , strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Bid buy each other , must pooriy sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time, now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up , he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them , 
He ftimbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss , 
Distasting with,the salt of broken tears. 
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jSne. [frithin.'] My lord! is the lady ready? 

1h>. Hark! yoaarecall'dc some say, theGetailttfia 
Cries, **Come!" to him that instantly miisl die. 
Bid them hate patience ; she shaBeome anon. 

Pan, Where tfe my tears? rain , to lay iUs ^dnd or my heart 
will be blown «ip by the root 1 iSwit PANixAftus. 

Cres, ImnstthentotheGreeiatts? 

TVo. No remedy. 

Ores* A woeftil Gressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! 
When shall we see again ? 

JVo. Hear me , my love. Be thou but true of heart -^ 

Cres. I true ? how now ! what ^dcked deem is this? 

7Vo. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is parting from US: 4 

I speak not , '* be thou true ," as fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my glove to death himself, 
That there 's no macnlatioB in thy heart *, 
But, ** be thou true," say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation. Be thou true , 
And I win see thee. 

Ores. 0! you shall be expo9*d, my lord, lodaigers / 

As infinite as immioent: but I liberie. 

TVo. And 1 11 grow Mend widi danger. WeardtiBsleert. 

Ores. And you this glove. When shall I see you ? 

Tro. I wiH^orrupt the Greetan sentinels , 
To give the nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Cret. heavens!-* be trae, agite? 

TVo. Hear why I speak it, love. 
The Grecian youths are ftill of quality; 
Their loving well composed with gift of nature, 
Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exereise ! 
How novelties may move 9 and parts with person, 
Alas, t kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous 8in> 
Makes me afraid. 

Cres, heavens! ye« love me net* 
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7>o. DielaviUtin, tbcail 
In this I4o Dol call yoor £iitli in quesUoo , 
So mainly as my merit; Icanaotsfaig, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, dot sweeten tdk, 
Nor play at fuhtle games; fair yirtnes all, 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant: 
Bat I can tell , that in each grace of these 
There InriLS a still and dnmb-discoorsiYe deril , 
That tempts most cunningly* But he not tempted. 

Cre$. Do yon think, I will? 

Tro. No; 
Bat somethii^ may be dene , that we will net; 
And sometimes we are devils to o^elves , 
When we will tempt the frailty of oar powers , ' 

Presaming on their cbaageful potency. s 

JSne. [APtfAw.] Nay, good my lord, — . ^ 

Tro. Come, kiss; and let as part 

Par. [fFithin.^ Brother Troilos! 

Tro, Good brother V come ]^a hither ^ 

And bring iGneas, and the Grecian , wlthyoa.- 

Cres. My lord , will yoa be troe? 

Tro. Who, I? alas, itismyTice, my&nlt: 
Whiles others fishwith craft for gr^t<^taion, . 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns , * 
With troth and plainness I do wear mine hare. 
Fearjiot my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is plain , and tree, -^ there ^s all Ihe reach of it. 

Enter Myolab^ Paris, Antbnor, Bripkobus, and 

DlOMBHES. 

Welcome, SirDiomed. Here is the lady, 

Which for Antenor we delii^r you : 

At the port, lord, I '11 give her to thy hand, ; { s 

And by the way possess the what she is. 

Entreat her fiiir; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword , 
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Name Cressid , and thy life shall be as safe , 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid , 

So please you » save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye , heayen in your cheek , 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed ^ 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro, Grecian , thou dost not use me courteously » 
To shame the seal of my petition to thee , 
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises , 
As thou unworthy to be cail'd her servant. 
I charge thee 9 use her well, even for my charge; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not , 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard , > 

1 11 cut thy throat. 

Dio. O! be not moT'd , prince TroUtts^ 

Let me be privileged by my place, and message, 
To be a speaker free: when I am hence, 
I '11 answer to my lust; and know you , lord , 
I 'U nothing do on charge. To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd; but that you say — be'tso, 
1 11 speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. •— I '11 tell thee , Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk. 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[^a^eun^ Troilus , Crbssida, an^ Diombd. 
{Trumpet sounded. 

Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 

j^ne. How have we spent this morning/ 

The prinee must think me tardy and remiss^ 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. ^TisTroilus'faulU Come, coine» to fidd with him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. ; < 

^ne. Tea , with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity^ * 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels. 
\Y. 369 
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The glorj of our Troy doth this day fie 

On his &ir worth, and single chivalry. [Bx0uni. 

SCENE y. 

The Grecian CaMp. Lists set 0iit« 

Enter Ajax» armed; Agamemnon » Acsillbs^ Satroclus, 
Hknblaus, Ultsses,, Nbstor, andoth^rs^ 

Agam. Here art then in ap|N)intiBent fresh and &hr» 
Anticipating time. With starting covrage 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy , 
Thou dreadful Ajai; ttiat the appaUed air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant ^ 
And hale him hither. 

4iax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and ^t thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, Tillain, till thy ^)hered bias cheek 
Otttrswell the coHc of pufiTd A4pi]l<m* 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes ^»out bleed; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [TWn^ sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

AekU. *T is but eariy days. 

Agam. Is net yond' Diomed with Calchas' daughter 7 

Ulyss. 'T is he» I ken the manner.ef his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the etfth. 

jE^n/er DroMBD , tmfA Crbssida. 

Agam* Is this the lady Cressid? 

J^. Even she. 

Agam, Host dearly wetceme to the Greeks, sweet lady. 

NesU Our general dotti salute you with a kiss;' 

Uiys: Tet is the kindness but particular ; 
T were better she were kiss'd in generd. 

NesL And TCry courtly counsel: I'll begin. «^ 
So much for Nestor. 
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AchiL I 'Q tdie that winter ilrom your lips, fair lady v 
Achilles bids you veleome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Pair, But that 's no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popped Paris in his hardiment , 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyst* 01 deadly gall, and theme ofall our scorns, 
For which we lose our heads , to gild his horns. 

Patr, The first was Menelaus' kiss; — tins, mine: 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. 0! this is trim. 

Patr* Paris, audi, kiss evermore for him. 

Men. I '11 have my kiss. Sir. — Lady, byyourleaye* 

Cres. In kissing do yon render or receiTe f 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cf99. I H make my match to Utc. 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I '11 give you boot; 1 11 giro you three ibr one. 

Cres. You're an odd man: give even, or give none. 

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd. 

Cres. No, Paris is not; for, yon know, 'tis true, 
That you are odd , and he is even with you. 

Men. Ton fillip me e' the head. ^ 

Cres. No, 1 11 be sworn. 

Vlyss. It were no matdi , your nail against his horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Cres. Tou may. 

Vlyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. Why, beg then. 

Vlyss. Why then, Ibr Venus' slJie, givemeakiis. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres. I am yonr debtor; claim it when 'tis due. 

Vlyss. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio. Lady, a word: — I )B bring you to your father. 

fDl01UD'l9«l£r oeif CRBB8I9A, 

Nest, A woman of quick sens*. 
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Vlyss. Fie, fieiqioDfaer! 

There 'slanguage In her eye, faer cheek, her Up, 
Nay, her foot spealu; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
0! these encQunterers, so glib of tongue, 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thou^^ts 
To every tickling reader, set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity , 
And daughters of the game. [IWuir^^ within^ 

All. The Trojans' trumpet. 

jigam* Yonder comes the troop. 

J^nfer Hector, armed f iEnsAS, Troilus, and other J^qfans ^ 
with Attendants* 

jEne. Hail, all you state of Greece I what shall be done, 
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose , 
A victor shall be known? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other; or shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field? 
Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it? 

^ne. He cares not: he '11 obey conditions. 

AchU. 'TIS done like Hector; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

^ne. If not Achilles, Sir, 

What is your name? 

AchiL If net Achilles, nothing. 

Mne. Therefore Achilles ; but, whate'er , know this s — ^ 
In the extremity of great and little. 
Valour and pride excd themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infinite as all , 
The other blank as nothii^. Weigh him well , 
And that which looks like pride is <!ourtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood i 

37;^ 



d by Google 



TROILUS AK0 CRESSU)^. 75 

In love whereof lialfHeetor stays at home ; 
Half heart* half hand, halfHector comes to seek 
This blended knight, halfTrGJan, and half Greek. 
jichil. A maiden battle, then? — 01 I perceiYe jon. 

Re-enter Biomed • 

jigam* Here is Sir Biomed. — Go, gentle knight ^ 
Stand by oar Ajax : as yon and lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight , 
So be it; either to the uttermost, 
Or else a breath : the combatants b^ng kin , 
Half stints thehr strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the luti, 

UJyss. They are oppos'd idready. 

Jgam. What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy 7 

Ulyis. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless; firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds , and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor being provok'd soon calm'd: 
His heart and hand both open , and both free ; 
For what he has , he gives, whatUiinks, he shows; 
Tet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty , 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath. 
Manly as Hector , but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ; but he , in heat of action , 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 
They call him Troilus; and qn him erect 
A second hope , as fiiirly built as Hector. 
Thus says ifineas ; one that knows the youth , 
Even to his inches , and with private soul 
Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarunu Bector and AjAxJight* 

Agam, They are in action. 

Ne*t* Now, Ajax, hold thine own I 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st : 

Awake thee! 
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Jgam. His blows are irdldi^po8'd: — tlifr6, Ajsx! 

Dio. Toamnstnomore. [Drumpets cease. 

Mne. Piinees , eooagk , so p)ea^ yoti. 

Ajam. lanmotwarmyetr lelusigMsgAiB. 

JHo. As Hector pleases. 

Eeet. Why then , will I no more. — 

Thou art, greallord, my fether's sister's son, 
A coosin-gennan to great Prian's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood fort»ids 
A gory eoiulation 'twixt us twain. 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so , 
That thou could'st say — ^* This hand is Ckreetaii aB , 
And tte is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter eheek , and this sinister 
Bounds in my Cither's ; " by Jove nraltipoteot , 
Thou should'st not bear from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud. But the just gods gainsay. 
That any drop thou borrow'dst from thy mother, 
My sacred aunt , should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd I Let me embrace thee , Ajax. — 
By him that thunders , thou hast lusty arms. 
Hector would have them fatt upon htm &us : 
Cousin, all honour to thee! 

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector: 

Thou art too gentle , and too free a man. 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy dea^. 

HeeU Not Neoptolemus so mirable 
On wbose bright crest Fame with her loud'st Oye% 
Cries, ** This is he!" could promise to himself 
A thought pf added honour torn from Hector. 

Mne. There is expectance here from both the ^des , 
What farther yon will do. 

MecU We '11 answer it ; 

^The issue is embracement. — Ajax, farewell. 
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4jax» If I rnigM io entreaties fiod success , 
Asseldlhavtthechtoce, I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Orecian tents. 

Dio. 'T is Agamemnon's wi^; and great AchHIet 
Doth long to see unann'd the vaHant Hector. 

Hect, iSneas, call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this losing interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part: 
Desire them home. '•^ Give me thy hand, my cousin; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

jifax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Hect. The worthiest of them tell me, namebynane; 
But for Achilles , mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam, Worthy of arms I as welcome as to one ' 
That would be rid of such an enemy. 
But that 's no welcome i uoiterstand more clear , 
What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment , faith and troth , 
Strain'd purely from aU hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 
^rom heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

Agam. My well-iam'dlordofTroy, no less to you. 

[7b Troilus. 

Mm. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting : 
Tou brace of warlike brothers , welcome hither. 

Heet. Whom must we Miswer? 

Mne. Hie noble Menelaus. 

Hect. 0! you, mylord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks. 
Mock not, that I affect th'untraded oath: 
Tour quondam wife swears still by Venus' glOve ; 
She 's well , but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Itoie l^r not now. Sir; she '8 a deadly theme. 

Hect. 01 paridon; loflGend. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan , seen thee oft, 
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Labonring for destiny, mdLe crael way 

Through ranks of Greekish yooth : and I faav« seen titee , 

As hot as Perseus , spur thy Phrygian steed , 

Despising many forfeits and subduements , 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword I' th' air , 

Not letting it decline on the declin'd ; 

That I have said unto my standers-by , 

**Lol Jupiter is yonder, dealing life." 

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee In , 

Like an Olympian wrestling: this have I seen ; 

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel , 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire , 

And once fought with him: he was a soldier good; ' 

But, by great Mars the captain of us all, 

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

iEne, T is the old Nestor. 

ffe4sU Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time. '^ 

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

NeiL I would, my arms could match thee in contention , 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. ' 

Meet. I would they could. 

Ne$t. Bai By this white beard, I 'd 6ght with thee to- 
morrow. 
Wen, welcome, welcome! I have seen the time — 

Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands , 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect, I know, your fiivour ,' lord Ulysses , well. 
Ah, Sir! there 's many a Greek and Trojan dead , 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
Inllion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss* Sir, I foretold you then what would enstie : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls , that pertly front your town , 
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Tond* towers , whose wanton tops do boss the donds , 
Mast kiss their own feet. 

Hect. ImnstnotbeHeYeyou. 

There they stand yet; and modestly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood: the end crowns all; 
And that old common arbitrator, time^ 
Will one day end it. 

Vlyss. So to him we leaye it. 

Most gentle , and most valiant Hector , welcome. 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me , and see me at my tent. 

AchU. I shall forestall thee , lord Ulysses , thou. -- 
Now , Hector , I have fed mine eyes on thee : 
I have with exact view perus'd thee , Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect. IsthisAchines? 

AchiU I am Achilles. 

Hect. Stand fair, I pray Uiee : let me look on thee. 

AchiU Behold thy fill. 

HecU Nay, I have done already. 

AcMl, Thov art too brief: I will the second time. 
As I woi^ bay thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect, ! like a book of sport thou 'It read me o'er ; 
But there 's more in me than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eyef 

Achil. Tell me , you heavens , in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him, whether there, there, or there? 
That I may give Uio local wound a name , 
And make distinct the very breach , whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew. Answer me , heavens ! 

Hect. It would discredit the bless'd gods , proud man , 
To answer such a question. Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catdi my life so pleasantly. 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

AchU. lt^thee,yea» 
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Heet. WerttkonaQOffMletotollaMSo, 
I 'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee weU« 
For I 'II not kill thee there, northere, northere; 
Bat, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 
I 'U kill thee every where , yet , o'er aod o*er. — 
Toa, wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag: 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
Bat 1 11 endeavour deeds to match these words , 
Or may I never — 

4faaf. D» not chafe thee, coosin:^ 

And you, Achilles, let these threat^ alone. 
Till accident, or purpose , bring you to 't : 
Yoo may have every day enough of Hector , 
If you have stomach. The general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be old with bim« 

Heet. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 
We have had pelting wars, since yoarefus'd 
^The Grecians' cause. 

Jchil. Dost thou entreat me, HeotorT 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night, all friends. 

Heet Thy hand upon that matdi. 

Jgam. First, all you peers of Chneece, gotomyteol; 
Thereinthefiillconvrvewe: afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together , severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud the tabourines , let the trumpets blow , 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt all but Taoiujs and U&mnu 

Tro. Hy lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you. 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? 

Vlysi. AtMenelaus'tent, most princely Troiluss 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neidier looks upon the heaven , nor earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

TVo. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so much , 
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After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 
To bring me thither? 

Ulyss» Ton shall command me, Sir. 

As gentle tell me, ofwhat honour was 
This Gressida in Troy? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. 0, Sir! to such as boasting show their sears, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on , my lord ? 
Shewasbelov'd, shelov'd; she is, and doth: 
But still sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [EwewU, 

ACT V. SCENE I. 
Tbe Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' Tent. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclcs. 

^chil, 1 11 heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night. 
Which with my scimitar I '11 cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Pair, Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Thersitbs. 

JchiL How now, thou ear of enivy! 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what 's the news? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and idol of 
idiet^worshippers , here 's a letter ibr thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment? 

T/ter. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair. Who keeps the tent now? 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Pdtr. Well said, adversity! and what need these tricks? 

Ther^ Pr'ythee be silent, boy; I profit not by thy talk: thou 
art thought to be Achilles' male variet. 

Pair* Malevarltt, you rogue! what's that? 

7%ar* Why, his mascuHoe whore. Now the rotten diseases 
of the sooth, the guts-griphag, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o' 
gravel i' the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt- 
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rotteo liTers, wheering Imift, Madders ftiU of Imposthome, 
seiaUeas, lime-kilos V the palm, incurable bone-aobe, and the 
rivelled foe-dmple of the tetter, take and take again sadi prepos- 
terous discoTeries I 

Patr, Why, then damnable box of eoty, tboo, wbattoeatt- 
est thoa to curse thus? 

TTier. !>• i cmse thee? 

Pair. Why DO, yoa minoos butt} yea whoreson iadis- 
tiDguishablecur, no. 

7!&«r. No? why art thoa then exasperate, thou idle immaterial 
skeiD of sleare silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou 
tassel of a prodigal's purse , thou? Ah ! how the poor world is 
pestered with such water-ilies , diminutives of nature ! 

Pair. Oi^t, gain 

Ther. Finch egg! 

Jchil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my groat purpose ia ionmorrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecvba; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 
Both taxing me , and 'gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall Greeks, fail fame, hdnour, or go, or stay, 
Mym)90PiK>» lies here; this 1 11 obey. — 
Come , come , Thersites , help to trim my tent ; 
Tbb night in banqurting must all be spent* ~« 
Away , Patroclus. [E^xeunt Aohell^s m^ Vataooaus. 

Ther. With too much blood , aild too little brain , the^ two 
may run mad; but if with too muck brain, aud too little Mood, 
they do , I '11 be a curer of madmen. Here 's Agamemnon , -^ an 
honest fellow, enough, and one that leves quails; but he has not so 
mudi br^ as eae^wtx: and Ihe good^ transfonttatien of Jl^iter 
tlM0e , bis brother, the buU, — the primitive stiitue, and oblique 
memorial of cuckolds; athrHtysheeiog-faomia aehidii, hadging 
at his brother's legv— t^i^hat Inrm, Imt that beiSr, shooM wit 
bupdedwith.malke, add maUeelbfOtd with wit, tiiri4iimto>9 To 
an aiss, were wrthlngi he ^ bo(l| as^and o^:. fiaan'M were nD- 
thing;. he isboth oxwdi^s^ To hea<^» a!mule,a:catt^ afifehew» 
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A toady a lizard, an owl» « pott^cky or a h^rriDg n^ithdia a roe, 
I would not care ; bot tobie Jtoelaos, r— I wo\ild ^^nspire against 
dastiny. Ask ma not vivat I would bo , y I wero not Thef^tes, 
fofJcarenottobe the louse of aiaiar* soIwerenotMe^el^^ — 
Bbj**6^1 spirits and fifes! 

^n^^^CT0R, TR91LUS, Ajax, Agahbmnoii, niTS3BS, 
Nestor, ^enk^aus, andDiovtBDEs^ with Lights, 

Agam. We^WfiCtog; wego^ong« 
4pu^ No, lon^^'i^; 

Xhere, where we see (belief 

J^ecf* I trouble yon. 

jijax. No, notawhiL; 

Vlyu. Here conges himself to goide yon. 

^c6i7* Welcome, biaVfe Hectors ifekome, pvUifesalL 

J gam. 80 now , fair prince ofXkmy » 1 bf d;gQod nlg^t. 
ijM eoumai^s tbeini^d to leadon yea. 

HecU Thanks, and good night, to thAlfir^^^ general 

Men. Goodnight, my lord. 

HecU Crood night, sweet lord ])^enelans. 

Ther. Sweet draught: sweet, qnotii 'a! sweet sink, sweet 
sewer. ' 

AckU. Good night , and wetcpme, both at onee to those 
That go, or tarry. 

Agam. Goodnig^i^t* [^aretm/AGAMBMKon on^f Mens^^s. 

AchU* Old IKes^pr jerries ; f^d '^o^ tpo , l)j(omefl , 
Keep He^tpr company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; I have imp<Mrtaqf|iYis|ness, 
The tide whereof is now. ^ Good n^gh^ great fiector. 

Bed, GifemeyDi^haqd* 

Ulyss, Follow his torch, hojgoe^ 

To Calchas' tent: I H keep you comp^gf^ [4^^*oT^^.vs, 

Tro, Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

'BM* An4 so good n^ght. 

[Exit DiOMSn ; Ultssbs and Troilus J^llo^^^ 
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Aehil, Come, come; enter my tent. 

[Exeunt AcBiLtES f Hkctor, Aiax, andJiuTOtu 

Ther. That same Biomed's a folse-hearted rogue, amostmr- 
justknaye: I will no more trast him w^n he leers, than I will a 
serpent ^en he hisses. He win spend his month , and promise, 
like Brahler the hound; but when he performs, astronomers 
foretelit: it is prodigious , there will come some change :^ the sun 
borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will 
rather leave to see Hector, than not to dog him: they say, he 
keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent. 1 11 after. 
— Nothing but lechery I all incontinent yarleto! [EaiL 

SCENE 11. 
The Same. Before Calcojlb' Tent. 
Enter Diomkobs. 
Dio. Whatareyouup here, ho7 speak. 
Cal. [ff^Ukin.] Who calls? 

Dio, Diomed. — Calches, I ddnk. — Where 's your daughter? 
Cal, i^Uhm,] %e comes to you. 

Enter Taoilvs and Vltsbeb , at a distance f qfler tliem 
Thbrsites. 
Ulyse. Stand where the torch may not disco?er us. 

Enter CutssiDA. 

TVo. Cressid comes forth to him. 

Dio, How now , my charge ! 

Cres, Now, my sweet guardian. — Hark! a word with you. 

[Whispers, 

TVo. Yea, so familiar! 

Uiyss, She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take her cliff; 
she's noted. 

D(o, Will you remember? 

Cres» Remember? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; and let your ntfnd be coupled with 
your words. 
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Dra. What should she rememher ? 

Ulyss* List. 

Ores, 8weet honey Crreek , tempt me no more to folly. 

Ther, Roguery! » 

Dio. Nay, then, — 

Cres. I 'H tell yon what — 

Dio, Pho! pho! come tell, a pin: you are forsworn. — 

Cres. , In fai^i, I cannot. What would you have me do? 

Ther, A juggling trick , — to be secretly open. 

Dio, What did you swear you would bestow on me^ 

Cres. Ipr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio. Goodnight. 

Tro. Hold, patience! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan? 

Cres. Diomed, — 

^ip. No , no ; good night : I '11 be your fool no more. 

Tro. Thy better must. . 

€^s. Hark! one word in your ear. 

Tro, 0, plague and madness ! 

Ulyss. You are mov'd , prince t let us depart, I pr^y yoU|, 
Lest your displeasure should enlai^e itself 
To wrathful Ufrms. This place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly: I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you! , 

Ulyss, Nay^ igood my lor4» gooff: 

You flow to great distraction; come, my lord. 

2>o. Ipr'ythee, stay. 

Ulyss, You have not patience ( come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay. By hell, and all hell's torments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dio, Andso, goodnight. 

Cres. Nay,but you part in anger. 

TVo, Doth that grteye thee? 

O, wlthcr'dtnithl • 

Ulyss, Why , how now ,' lord ! 
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I will be patient. 

Crer. CivardiaB!— ivb|r» Gm^l 

Dio. Pfao, pho! adieu; yoa palter. 

Ores, In faith , I do not : eome hither once agaifi. 

Ulyu, Yon shake ^VKjlot^ ft 9i9omeibiui: will you got 
Yon will break out. 

7Vo. She8tr6kedhi^<^befekt 

Ulyss, X^dme, ^me, 

lh>. Nay, ^tay : i^ lete , I ^wfll not dpeak a Wdi€. 
There is bitw^een ttPf wtn aM all offeiieea 
A guard of patiiebiGe: -^ Stay a tit^ while. 

Ther. How the deiti tukiiry, with his fet niBip and potato^ 
finger, tickles these together! Fry, lechery « ftfi 

Dio. But will you then? 

Cre9, In faith ^ I wiff , la : never trust me else. 

iM, 6iye me some token for the surety of it. 

Cre9. Illf^tchy^one. {B^t 

Uly^. Ydu have sworn patience. 

Tro, Fear me not, sweet load; 

I will not be myself , nor have eegnkioii 
Ofwfcatll^t I ami^ patience. 

Rs-enfer CasssiPA. 

Ther, Now the ple^ ! ttow i «ow^ now! 

Ore*. Here, Diomed, keep this sleett. 

Tro. Obeauty ! Wheteis tirf faith? 

Ulyss. BIylaifdv — 

Tro. I will be patient; outwardly I WiH. 

Crek. Ton I^^oktt)^^ that ilee^; behold it well. — 
He loVed ine -^ {Use Wench I *^^ve 'iifte agahii 

Dio. Whose was 't? 

Cres. It Is no master ^ now I have 't again i 

I will not meet with you to-moiTOw nighl. 
I pr'ythee , Doomed , visit me no more. 

2%er* Now she sharpens. - Well said, whetWoftfe. 

Dio, I shall have it. 
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€^M, What, t)ib? 

Dio. Af^that 

Cres. , all you gods!— O t)t6ttt , pr«ty pledge! 
Thy master now lies thiokimfi^ li^ hte bed 
Of thee , and me ; and sighs , «)id UAts ttiy gl0V« , 
And giyes memorial dAfnty kisses tb it, 
As I kiss thee. — Nay, do ^ot sfi^aleeh ft from Ate ; 
He that takes that doth (Ake my h«ftrt IrfiOral. 

/ho. I had your heart befo^; this fblloWi !l. 

2>o. I did svear patience. 

Cres, Ton shall not hafve it , Diomed ; 'fkith you shall not : 
1 '11 gire you something else. 

Dio. Iinrillhavethis. Whose Was it? 

Cres. lFtotf6lkliAiler. 

Dio. Come , tell me vhe^e ft Was. 

Cres. 'T was one's that loved tti^ hmiit 1M^ yd* MM. 

But , now you haye it , take it. 

Dio. WhQSttwMiA 

Cres. By all Diana's Wrtting-W6taenyoiid*j 
And by herself , I will not leH you Whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helift , 
And grie?e his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Th>. Wert thou the devil, and wot'st ft on thy horn , 
It should be challeng'd. 

Cres. Well, wkl, 'Ifsdoftfie, 'tispast; — and yet ft is hot: 
I will not keep iiiy wordi 

Dio. Whytheta, Men^. 

Thou never shalt moek t^iomed ag^in. 

Cres* Tou shall not go. — ttee tannot speak a word , 
But it straight starts youk 

Dio. Id^noiliketidSfooKni^ 

Ther. Nor I, by PhltO: birt that that to(^ notyon, fdieAM 
mebesl^ 

Dio. What! shall I come? the hour? 
. Cres. Ay, oolnet — OJeive! — 

Do come: ^ I shall be pliga^ 

Dio. Farewell till then. 
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Cre$. Goodnight: Ipr'jthee, eome. — [EmUl>i&waa>u%. 
Tronos, farewell! one eje yet looks on thee , 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah, poor our sex! thisfimltiniislfiad, 
The error of our eye directs oor mind. 
What error leads , must err : O ! theo cooclade , 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are fdU of turpitude. iExitCKEMu>K. 

Ther. A proof of strength sh<9 could not publish more , 
Unless she said , *^ my mind is now tum'd whore." 

Ulysi. All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulys*. Why sUy we then? 

Tro, To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how these two did co-^act , 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart , 
An esperance so obstinately strong , 
That doth invert the Attest jof eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptions fum^tions , 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here? 

Ulyss, I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro, She was not, sure. 

Ulyts. Most sure ^e was* 

TVo. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here but noww 

Tro. Let it not be belieY'd for womanhood ! 
Think we had mothers : do not give adyantago 
To stubborn crillcs-^ apt, without a theme , 
For depravation , — to square the general sex 
ByCressid'srule: rather think this not Crcsssid. kvv 

Ulyss, What hath she done, prince, that can soil otar mo^ 
thers? ^ 

7ho, Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther, Will he swagger himself out on< 's.own eytss? 

7>o. This she? no; this is Diomed's Cressida 
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TRaiLUS AHV CRESSIDil.. S9 

If beauty have a son] ^ this is not she : 

If souls guide tows » if vows be sanctimony , 

If sanctimony be the gods' delight , 

If there be rule in unity itself. 

This is not she. O madness of discourse , 

That cause sets up with and against itself! 

Bi-fold authority I where reason can revolt 

Without perdition , and loss assume all reason 

Without revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid! 

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 

Of this strange nature , that ^ thing inseparate 

Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 

Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle 

As Arachne's broken woof, to enter. 

Instance, O instance! strong as Pluto's gates; 

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 

Instance , O instance ! strong as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are sUpp'd , dissolved , and loos'd ; 

And with another knot, five-finger*tied,^ 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love , 

The^agments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques ; 

Of her o'er^atc^ faiths are given to Diomed. 

^ Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attached 
With that which here his passion doth express? 

Tro, Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mara his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal antT so fix*d a soul. 
Hark, Greek: — as much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by weight hate I her Hiomed. 
That sleeve is mine, that he '11 bear on his helm: 
Were it a casque composed by Y ulcan'S' skill , . * 

My sword should, bite it. Not the dreadfioLspoi^ » 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call , 
Constring'd in mass by the almjghty son , 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
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In his descent, than shall my prompted 8#ord 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He'litickleitforhi8«oiiedt)f. 

7Vo. OCressid! false Cressid! ftlse, Csdse, felste! 
Let all ontniths stand by thy stained nflAne , 
And they '11 seem glorious. 

Vlys*. 0! contafo yonrself; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter M^eas^ 

JEne. I haye been seeking yon Ais hoof, luyford. 
Hector, by this, is arming him hi Troy? 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Ha?e with you, prince. ~ Hy toutteoUs loi*d, Sdlfen. — 
Farewell, revolted fair! — and, IMoikied, 
Stand fast , and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Vlyss, 1 11 bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[^^etmf Troiiub, M»tKt^ viMof^iTssiss. 

Ther. [Coming forward.^ Wbuld, I cMild meettbatrogUI» 
Biomed. I would croak like a raven ; I would bode^ I WOuM bd^. 
Patrodns will give me any thing for tft6 fntelttgence of this i^d¥e : 
the parrot will not do more for an ahnond , thah he (br it commo- 
dious drab. Lechery, lechery^ sUll, warsahdkch<Kry: nbthing 
else holds £gishion. A burning devHtak6&em! XB^. 

SCENE HI. 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 
Enter Bzt^r^Wi and Ik3XbwiomkxmE. 
And. When was my lord so tt#;k tf nfgentfy tempered , 
To stop his ears against adfhontshmentt ^ 

Unarm, unarm, and-donotii^htto-dAy* 

Beet. Tou trite me t^iyffend you; getyoikftat 
By all the everlasting gods, 1 11 go. 

And. My dreams will « wiu^s P^ve dhiiuiAiS to Hbh day. 
Hect. Kooiore, I say. 
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Mnter GABSAiiimA. 

Cos. Where is my brother HectorY 

At^. ftere, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intedt* 
Consort with Ihd in lond And d^ar petition : 
Pursue we liim on Juees ; for I have dream'd 
Of bloody turbulence , and this whole night ' 

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of staughter. 

Cas. of 'tis true. 

ffect^ Ho! bid my trumpet sound I 

Cos. No notes of sally, for the heavens , sweet brother. 

HecL Begone, I say': the gods have heard me swear. 

Cos. The gods are deaf to hot and peevi^ vows : 
They are polluted offerings , hiore abhorr*d 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. 0! be persuaded: do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just: It is as lawful , 
For us to give much count to violent thefts , 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cos, It is the purpose that makes strong the vow ; 
But vows to every purpose must not hold. 
Unarm, sweet fiector. 

Heet Hold yon still, I say; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. — 

J?n/er Troilus. 
How now, young man I mean'st thou to €ght to-day ? 
And. Cassandra, caU my father to persuade 

Hect. No» 'foidi, young Troilifisi; doff thy harness, j6\ith; 
I am to-day i' the vein of thivalry. 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thoo not, brave boy, 
I '11 stand, to-day, for thee, and me, andlVoy. 
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IVo. Brother y yonliaTeaileeofmercyiiiyoOy 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hect, What vice is that, goodTrofliis? chide me for it. 

Tro* When many times the captive Grecians fall , 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword , 
Yon bid them rise, and live. 

Meet. 01 'tis fair play. 

Tro, Fool's play, by heaven. Hector. 

Hect. How now! how now! 

Tro. For the love of all the gods , 

Let 's leave the hermit pity with our mothers , 
And when we have our armours buckled on , 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work , rein them from ruth. 

Hect. Fie, savage, fie! 

Tro, Hector , then *t is wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees , 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn , 
Oppos'd to hinder me , should stop my way , 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra , untft Priam. 

Cos, Lay hold upon him , Priam, hold him fast: 
He is thy crutch ; now, ffthon lose thy stay, 
Thouonhimleanihg, and all Troy on thee , 
Fallatttogedier. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come; go back* 

Thy wife hath dream'd, thy mother hath had visions, 
Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly eorapt , 
To tell thee that this day is ominous : 
Therefore, comeback. 
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Hect, iEneas is a-fleld ; 

And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks , 
E?en in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. Ay, bat thoo shait not go. 

HeeU I must not break my faitlu 
Ten know me dutifol ; therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not shame respect, but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice , 
Whidi y'oa do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cos. Priam! yield not to him. 

^nd. Do not, dear father. 

Heet, Andromache , I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me , get you in. [Eadt Amdeomachb. 

Tro, This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodemeuts* 

Cas. farewell, dear Hector! 

Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eje turns pale ! 
Look , how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars I how Hecuba cries out! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolour forth! 
Behold, distraction, frenzy, and amazement, 

iike witless antics, one another meet, 
nd all cry — Hector ! Hector 's dead ! Hector ! 
Tro. Xvfhj ! — Away ! — 

Cos, Farewell. — Yet, soft! — Hector, I take my leave: 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. lExit. 

HecU Youareamaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim. 
Go in , and cheer the town : we 11 forth , and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praise , and tell you them at night. 

Pri, Farewell: the gods with safety stand about thee! 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hkctor. Alarums, 
TVo. They are at it; hark! — Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. [Going* 



Enter Pandarus^ 
Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 



391 

d by Google 



94 TRaiLUS AND CRBSSIDA. 

Tro. What now? 

Pan, Here 's a letter c<Hne Irom yoDd* poor girl. 

TVo. Let me read. 

Pan, A whoreson phthisick, a whoVeson rascally phlii^iek so 
troubles me, and the foolish fortune d this girl; and what one 
thing, what another, that I shall leave yes one •' these dajs: and 
I have a rheom in mine eyes too ; and sseh an aohe i* my bones , 
that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot teU what to tionk on 't. 
— What says she there? 

TVo. Words , words , mere words , no matter frdm ^ heart ; 

[TeoHnlffthehUer. 
Th' effect doth operate another way. — 
Go , wind to wind , there torn and chaage tege^ier. -^ 
My love with words and errors still she feeds » 
But edifies another wither deeds. lEkoewaseveriilly. 

SCENE IV. ' 
Between Troy and Ae Grecian Camp. 
Alarums: Espcu^rsions^ Enter Thiei^^t^., 

Ther. Now they ^veclWW-^awiDg^inean^^wrs I'Hgolook 
on. That dissembl^og aboipi^inable varlet, Diojopye^d, h^ got ^lat 
same scurvy doting foolish youug knaye's sleeve , of t>^aj th^e , in 
his helm: I woul4 faiasee tl^em meet; that that i^«ane young Tro- 
jan ass, that loves the whore there, might send |hat Greekish 
whoremasterly viyfin, with the s^^ve, back fo ^e dissembling 
luxurious drab of a sleeveless errand* Q' %^ ottioir side, the policy 
of those crafty swearing rascals , -r-. that ^tale old, n^o^se-eateu dry 
cheese , Nestor, and that saipie dog-fox, TJ^ys^es, -r?. ^ uot proved 
worth a blackbcriy v— they se^ me up '\i^ policy tb^t |i)^l^iigrei cur, 
Ajax, agaii^t |hat dog of ^ bad a \in^^ Achillea; a^d now is the 
cur i^ prouder tlu^i t^e ci|r> Afhilles, and wiU not arm to-day : 
whereuppn the (kecian^ begin to proclaim barbarism,, and policy 
grpif^ ipto an ill opinion. Sgift I here cojpes ^Ipe.x^ ap>d t^i' ^er* 
En^er DiOMBDBS, Tkoilvb following, 

TVo. fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after. 
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Dio, Th^^d^tmiseaU retire: 

I do not fly » bnt adrantageAns ^»» 
Withdrew me from tb» odds of multitfide* 
Have at thee! 

Ther» Hold thy whore , Gredan I — oow for Ay whof et , Tro- 
jan ! — now the aieeye ! now the sleeve ! 

[Exeunt Troilu s and Diomedbs , fighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. What art thou , Greek? art thoq fpr Hector's match? 
Art thon of blood, and honour? 

Ther. No, no; — I am a rascal; « scurvy r^ilinij biave, a 
very filthy rogoe. 

Hect, I do believe thee : — live. [Exit, 

Ther, 6od-a-mercy , that thou wilt befiev^ me ; but a plague 
break thy neck, for frighting me ! What 's become of the wenchjog 
rogues? I think, ^ey have swallowed one another: I would 
laugh at that miracle ; yet , in a sort , lecl^ery ea^ itj|elf* I H s^ 
them. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 

TheSaqie. 
Enier DioMBDEB and a Sepvant. 
Dio, Go , go , my servant , take thou Troilus' horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressld. 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty; 
Tell her, I have cbastb'd the amorous Trojan , 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serv. I go , my lo^d. [Exit Servant. 

Enter Agambmdom* 
Jgam, Renew, renew! The fierce Polydanras 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Mai:garelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner. 

And stands colossus-wise , waving his beam , 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
^istrophusandCedius: PoUtenee Is slain; 
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Amphimachus, andTboas, deadly bart; 
PatrodusU'en, or slain; and Palamedes 
8ore hurt and bniis'd : the dr^dfol Sagittary 
Appals onr numbers. Haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, orweperisball. 

Enter Nestor. 
Nest, 60 , bear Patroclns' body to Acbilles , — 
And bid the snail*pac'd Ajax arm for shame. — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now, b^re he fights on Galathe his borsis , 
And there lacks work; anon , be 's there afoot, 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale: then, is he yonder, 
And there the strawy Greeks , ripe for his edge , 
Fall down before him , like the mower's swath. 
Here , there , and every where , be leaves, and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite , 
Thatwhathewill, he does; and does so much. 
That proof is call*d impossibility. 

Enter Ultsses. 

Ulyss. O, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance. 
Patroclus* wounds have rousM his drowsy blood , 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons , 
That noseless, handless , hack'd and chipp'd , come to him , 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend , 
And foams at mouth , and he is arm*d , and at it. 
Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution , 
Engaging and redeeming of himself , 
With such a careless force , and forceless care , 
As if that luck , in very spite of cunning , 
Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 

4fax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Eii^t, 
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Dio, Aj, Iheie, there; 

NesU So, so, wedrawtp^;e*crk. ». 

^nfer AciiiLLBS. 
i^c^7. Wherei is this Rector? , 

Come, come, thonhoy-qaeller! show th^ face; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles aogry. 
Hector ! where 's Hector? I wiD none but Hector. [ExeunU 

, SCENE" Vi. "■',■'/.;' ;,;;!^ \ „^ 

Another Part of the iField. 

tnter Ajjlx. ' ' .' 

4fcup. Troilas! thou coward Troilus,' show thy head! 

i^Ti/er DiOMSDfis. 
Dio. TroilQs, Isayf where 's Troilus? 
4fax. ' What would'st thoft? 

Dio. I woold correct him. 

4jax, Were I the general , thon should'st hare my office, , ! 
Ere that eerrectioQ.—<-TroiIiis, I say! what; Troilos! 

, Enter Taouajs. 

TYo. » traitor Biomed ! — tarn thy false face , thou traitor, 
And pay thy life thou oVst me for my horse ! 
Dio. Ha! art thoa there? . 

4jax, 1 11 Gght with him alone: stand, Oiomed... . , 
Dio. He is my prize , I will not look upon. , \ 

7Vo« Come both , you cogging Greeks ; have at you both. 

, . [Exeunt ^fighiing. 
Enter Bector, 
Heet* Tea, TroOusf 1 well fought, my. youngest ^ther. 

BiO^ AcHn.£ffs. 
AehU^ Now do I see thee. Ha ! — Have at thee , Hector. 
Beet. Pause, if thou wilt. 
AchU. I do d^ain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy that my arms are out of use : 
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My rMind nef^iiM befHend thee now » 

But tboa aooo sbalt heir of oie vgilB; 

Till when, go seek thj fortaoe. [Exit. 

Hect. Fare thee wdl. 

I would haye been mnch more a fresher man , 
Hadleipectedthee.— -Hownow, my brother! 

B§^eni4t TnoiLUt. 

TVo. AjaihathU'eni£neas: shall it bet 
No , by the flame of yonder glorious heaven , 
He shaH not carry him: 1 11 be taken too , 
Or bring him off. — Fate , hear me what I say ! 
I reck not thon^ I end my life to-day. Exit. 

ErU§r one in sumptmui Armour. 

Meet. 8tand , sUnd , tbon Greek : thon art a goodly mark. — 
No ! wilt thou not? •* I like thy armour well ; 
1 11 frush it, and unlock the rivets all. 
But I 'U be master of it. — Wilt thou not, beast, abide? 
Why then , fly on , 1 11 hunt thee for thy hide. {Exeimi, 

SCENE VII. 

The Same. 

Enter Achilles , with Myrtnidom. 

JehiL Come here about me , you my Myrmidons; 
Mark what I say. — Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found , 
Empale him with your weapons round about; 
In feflest manner execute your aims. 
Follow me , Sirs , and my proceedings eye. — 
It is decreed — Hector the great must die. 

[Ewet^nt. 
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S€ENE VIIL 

The Same. 

Enter Mbi9Blau8 and Paris , fighting : then , Thbrsitbs. 

ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it New, 

bull! now, dog! 'Loo^ Paris, 'loo! now, my double^heaned 

sparrow! 'loo, Paris, loo! The bull has the game: — 'ware 

horns, ho! [^^aretin^ Paris aa^CMxMKiJLUs. 

Enter M ARftARstoN. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? 

Mar, A bastard son of Priam's 

2%er. I am a bastard too. I love bastards; I am a bastard 
begot, bastard instructed , bastard in mind . bastard in valour, in 
every thing illegitimate. One bear will not bite another, and 
wherefore should one bastard? Take heed , the quarrel 's most 
ominous to us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore , he tempts 
judgment. Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward I [Exewd. 

SCENE IX. 
Another Part of the Held. 
Enter Ukctok, 
Meet, Most putrified core , so &ir without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; I 'Uptake good breath: 
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and ^teath! 

[Putt off his H^met^ attdiapsMkShvord aside. 

Enter A^cmtLEB mid Myrmidons. 
Aehil. Look , Hector , how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 
Even with the vail and darii'ning of the sun , 
To close the day up , Hector's life Is done. 

Heet. I am unarm'd s £»rego this vantage , Isreek. 
AchU. Strike y fisllows, «trikel this Is Uie maa I seek. 

[Hbctor/a^. 
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So, nion, fan thon next I.QOv, Tcoy, ^kdown; 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy lH)ne. — 

On, Mynnidons; and cry you aH amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.' [// Retreat sounded. 

Hark! a retire opon our Grecian part. 

Mfi/r* The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 

JchiL The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the earth , 
Atkd,' stickler like , the armies separates. 
My half-supp'd sword , that frankly would faaye fed , 
Pleas'd with this dainty hit, thus goes to hed.^ 

[Sheatfui his Sword. 
G>me , tie his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along t^e field I will the Trojan trail. .. [Ewemt. 

. SCENE X. ' 

The Same. 
ErUer Agamemnon, Ajax, Mbmblaus, Nestor, Diombdes, 
and Others t marclang, Shouti within, 
Agam. Hark! hark! what shout is that? 
Nest. Peace, drums! 

[JFUhin.-] AchiUes! 

AchiUes I Hector 's Slain I Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is. Hector 's slain , and by Achilles. 
4jax. Ifitbeso, yetbraglessletltbe: 
Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam. March patiently along. ^- Let one be sent 
To pray AchiUes see OS at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended ^ 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp w^^rs are ended. 

[Exeunt y marching 

SCENE XI. 
Another Part of the Field. 
Eider MsmiLU and Ih\fan Forces. 
ASne* Stand, hoi yet«re we masters of tiie field. 
Never go home: here starye we out the night. 
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Enter Troilus. 

Tro* ^ecU)r is slain. 

JIL Hector? ~ The gods forbid 1 

Tro. He's dead; and aUhe murderer's horse's tail , 
In beastly sort dragg'd through the shameful field. — 
Frown on f you heavens, effect your rage vith speed ! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy! 
I say, at once let your briefplagues be mercy," 
And linger not our ^ire destructions on ! 

^ne. My lord , you do discomfort all the host. 

Tro, You understand me not, that tell me so. 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death; 
But dare all imminence , that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so , or Hecuba? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd. 
Go in to Troy, and say there — Hector 's dead: 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone , 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives , 
Cold statues of the youth; and> in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away: 
Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. — Ton vile abominable tents , 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare , 

1 11 through and through you! — And, thou great-siz'd coward, 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 
1 11 haunt thee like a wicked conscience still , 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy! — with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exewit i£NBA8 and Trojan Forces. 

As Troilus is going out, enter ^ from the other side^ Pandjlrus. 

Pan. But hear you, hear yon! 
Tro, Hence, broker, lackey! fgnomy and shame 
Pursue thy life , and live aye with thy name ! [Exit Troilus , 
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Pan. A goodly medicfne for mine aebing bones ! — world ! 
world! world! thus is the poor agent despised. O, traitors and 
bawds, how earnestly are yon set a' work, and how ill reqnited! 
why should our endeavour be so loved, and the performance so 
loathed 7 what verse for itf what ItisfMice for it? ^ £et me see. — 

Fun merrily the bumble-bee doth sine. 

Till he hath lost his honey » and bis stmg; 

And bdng once subdued in armed tail ^ 

Sweet honey and sweet noties together faiL — * 

Good traders in the fleshy seCthi8iny«iarpainted'Cle4hf. 

As many as be here of Pander 's foil , 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's HUl-, 
Or, ifyou cannot weep, yet gfve some groans. 
Though not for me , yet for your achhig boness. 
Brethren, and sisters, ofthehoM-doorfnufo, 
Some two months hence my wili shaU here be made : 
It should be now , but that my fear is tftis,—- 
Some galled goose of Winchester wouMMss. 
Till then 1 11 sweat , and seek about fbr eases ; 
And at that time beq^ntlli you my diseases. lExit. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



DRAMATIS P£RSONi£. 



SATURNINUS, Son to the late Era- PUBLIUS, Son to Marcus the Tfh 

peror of Rome, and afterwards bune. 

declared Emperor. i£MILI(}S , a noble Roman. 

RASSIANUS, Rrotber to Saturni- ALARBUS, l 

nus : in love with Lavinia. DEMETRIUS , >Sods to Tamora. 

TITtSANDRONlGOS,anobleRo- CHIRON, ) 

man, General against the Goths. AARON, a Moor, beloved by Ta- 
MARGUS ANDRONIGtS, Tribune mora. 

of the People; and Rrotber to A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, 

Titos. and Clown ; Romans. 

LUCIUS, 1 Goths and Romans. 

QUINTUS, (Sons to Titus Andro- 

MARTIUS, / nicus. TAMORA , Queen of the Goths. 

MUTIUS, ) LAVINIA, Daughter to Titus An- 

Yonng LUCIUS, a Roy, Sob to La- dronicus. ^ 

eias. A Nurse , and a black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, and 
Attendants. 

SCBNB, Rome; and the Goontry near it. 



ACT I. SCExNE I. 

Rome. Before the Capitol. 

The Tomb ^f the Andronici appearing; the JHbunes and SenO" 
tori alq/t, as in the Senate. Enter, below, Saturninus and 
kii FoUowere, on one side; and BxasiATuvs and ftis Followers^ 
on the others with Drum and Colours. 

Sat. Noble patricSaaft, patrons of my lifbl^ 
Defend the justice of my caose with arms ; 
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2 TITUS ANDROKICUS. 

And, conntrymeo , my loting followers , 
Plead my successiTe title with your swords. 
I am his first-bom son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
Then , let my father's honours live in me , 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Ba*. Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of my right, 
IfeverBassianus, C«sar*sson, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome , 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
Th' imperial seat, to Tirtue consecrate. 
To justice, continence, and nobility. 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Mjlrcvs Ain>R0Nicu8 , alq/t, with the Crown. 

Mar. Princes, that striTC by factions and by friends , 
Ambitiously for rule and empery , 
Know , that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have by common voice 
In election for the Roman empery , 
Chosen Andronicus , surnamed Pius , 
For many good and great deserts to Rome : 
A nobler man , a braver warrior , 
Uves not this day within the city walls. 
He by the senate is accited home , 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes , 
Hath yok'd a nation strong, trained up in arms. 
Ten years are spent sioce first he undertook 
This cause of Rome , and chastised with arms 
Our enemies' pride : five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome , bearing his valiant sons v 
In coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honour's spoils. 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome , 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 3 

Renowned Titus , flourishing in aims. 
Let us entreat , — by honour of his name , 
WTiom worthily you would have now succeed , 
And in the Capitol and senate's right. 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore , — 
That you withdraw you , and abate your strength : 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness^ 

Sat, How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thoughts. 

Bas. Marcus Andronicus , soIdoafTy 
In thy uprightness and integrity, 
And so I love and honour thee and thine , 
Thy noble brother Titus , and his sons , 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all , 
Gracious Lavlnia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes , and the people's favour , 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

lExeunt th£ Followers qf Bassiauvs. 

Sat Friends , that have been thus forward in my right , 
I thank you all , and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person , and the cause. 

[Exetmt the Followers qfSATVtim^vs, 
Rome , be as just and gracious unto me , 
As I am condent and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates , and let me in. 

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 

[ Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt with 
Senators, IHarcus, dc. 

SCENE IL 

The Same. 
Enter a Captain , and Others. 
Cap, Rornans, make way! The good Andronicus , 
Patron of virtue , Rome's best champion , 
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4 Titus Androkicus* 

Successfu] in tbe battles that he fights , 
With honour, and with fortune , isreturnM, 
From where he circumscribed with his sword , 
And brought to yoke , the enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drums and TrumpeU , Ac. Enter MA&tids and MuTzus : 
qfter them, two Men bearing a Coffin covered with black ; then 
Lucius and Quintus. 4fter them, ttttfs AkdroiAICus ; and 
theti lAMon At with kLARBVf»t Chiroi^, Bbmbtrius, Aaron, 
and other Goths, prisoners,' Soldiers and People ^ following. 
The Bearers set down the Coffin , and f rrus speaks. 
Tit. Haii, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 

Lo! as tbe barlL that hath discharged her fraught 

Returns with precious lading to the bay , 

From whence at first she weigfa'd her anchorage , 

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurd boughs, 

To re-salute his country with his tears ; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 

Thou great defender of this Capitol , 

Stand gracious to the rites that ^e intend ! 

Romans , of five-and-twenty valiant sons , 

Half of the number that king Priam htfd , 

Rehold the poor remains , alive, anddeiad! 

These that stirvi\'6 let Rome reward with love ; 

These that I bring unto thdr latest home , 

With burial amongst their ancestors : 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath mtj dWord. 

Titus, unkind, tod careless of thine owd, 

Why suffiBt'st thou thy sctos , utiburfed yet. 

To hover on the dreadful Shore of Styx? ^ 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. [The Tomb is opened. 

There greet in silence , as ihe dead aire wont. 

And sleep in peace , slain in your country's wars ! 

sacred receptacle of my joys , 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 

How many sons hast thou of niitae iti itate , 

That thou wilt never render to me more? 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 5 

Luc. Give us tlie proiadpst prisoner of \h^ Crptlis , 
That we may hew his lunbs , and on 9 pile 
Ad Tnanesfratrum sacrifice his flesh , 
Before this earthy prison of their bones ; 
lliat so the shadows be not unappeas*d , 
Nor we distnrb'd with prodigies on earth. 

THt, I give him you; the noblest that survives , 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tarn, Stay, Roman brethr^ ! — Gracious conqueror, 
Victorius Titus , rue the tears I shed , 
A mother's tears in passion for her son : 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
! think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficethnot, that we are brought to Rome , 
To beautify thy triumphs , and return , 
Captive to thee , andto thy Roman yoke.; 
But must my sous be slaughter'd in die streets , 
T'or valiant doings in their country's cause? 
! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine , it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Braw near them , then, in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Htus , spare my firstr-born son. 

Tit, Patient yourself , Madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren slain , 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must, 
T' appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc, Away, with him I and make a fire straight; 
And with our swords , upon a pile of wood » 
Let 's hew his limbs , till they be clean consumed. 

[Esoeiinthvcw^ , Quintds, IMartids, a»/fMoTius, 
toith Alarbus. 

Tarn, cruel, irreligious piety ! 
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6 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

CkU Was ever Scyihia half so barbarous 7 
Dem, Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 

Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive 

To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 

Then, Madam, stand resolv'd ; but hope withal , 

The self-same gods , that arm'd the queen of Troy 

With opportunity of sharp revenge 

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
, May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths , 

(When Goths were Goths , and Tamora was queen) 

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

jR0-en/«r Lucius , Quintus, Martius, omfMuTius, unth their 
Swordi bloody, 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites. Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd , 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire. 
Whose smoke like incense doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought , but to inter our brethren , 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so; and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Thimpets sotrnded, and the Coffins laid in the Tomb* 
In peace and honour rest you here , my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in rest, 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason , here no envy swells. 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms » 
No noise , but silence and entemal sleep. 
In peace and honour rest you here , my sons I 

Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame. 
Lo ! ai this tomb my tributary tears 
, I render, for my brethren's obsequies j 
And at thy feet I kneel , with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome : 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 7 

1 bless me here with thy victorious hand , 
Whose fortunes Rome's Lest citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reseiyd 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !. — 
Lavinia» live; outlive thy father's days , 
And fame's eternal date , for virtue's praise ! 

Enter JdARCVs AnDRomcvs , SATURiqiNUs, Bassiamus, ayid 
Others, 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit, Thanks, gentle trU)une , noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful wars , 
You that survive , and you that sleep in fame. 
Fair lords , your fortunes are alike in all , 
That in your country's service drew your swords; 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp , 
That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness , 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. — 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend injustice thou hast ever been , 
Send thee by me , their tribune and their trust , 
This palliament of white and spotless hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire , 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons. 
Be candidatus then , and put it on , 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits , 
Than his , that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What! should I don this robe, and trouble you? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day; 
To-morrow , yield up rule , resign my life , 
And set abroad new business for you all? — 
Rome , I have been thy soldier forty years , 
And led my country's strength successfully, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons , 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms , 
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8 TITUS ANDRONICtTS. 

In right and service of their noble country. 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 
But not a sceptre to control the world : 
Upright he held it , lords , that held it last. 

Mar. Titus , thou shalt obtain and ask th« empery. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune « canst thou teU? — ' 

Tit. Patience, prince Satuminus. 

Sat. Romans, do me right. — 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Satuminus be Rome's emperor. — 
Andronicus , would thou wert shipp'd to h^ , 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Satundoe, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titos means to thee ! 

2Ht. Content thee, prince: I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wem them iVom themselves. 

Bos. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee , 
But honour thee, and will do till I die : 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends , 
I will most thankful be; and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

7Vf. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here , . 
t ask your voices , and your suffrages : 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus , 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome , 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you; and this suit I make , 
That you create your emperor's eldest son , 
Lord Saturnine, whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome , as Titan's rays on earth , 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Then , if you will elect by my advice , 
Crown him, and say, — **Long live our emperor!" 

Mar. With voices and applause of every sort , 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
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TITUS ANDRQNICII3. ^ 

Lord Saturninus , Rome's great emperor , 

Aod say , — '* Long live oar £Hq)ei!or BaUtmine ! " 

[4 Img Flwrish^ 

Sat, Titus ADdronicus, Cor thy AiYAurs done 
To us id our election tliis day , 
I give thee thanks in part of tby deserts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness: 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name and honoiuRableifisimily , 
Lavinia will I n^ke my impress, 
Rome's royal mistress , mistress of my heart , 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse. 
Tell me, Andromcus, dodi this aiotioii please thee? 

Tit, It doth, my worthy lord;, and in this match 
I hold me highly honoured of your grace: 
And here , in sight of Rome , to Saturnine , — 
King and commander of our common-wed, 
The wide world's emperor, — do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them , then , the trihute that I owe , 
Bfine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life! 
How proud I am of thee , and of thy gifits , 
Rome shall record; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts , 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit, Now, Madam, are you prisoner to an emperpr; 

[To Tamora. 
To him , that for your honour and your state , 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That I would choose , were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy coustenance : 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer , 
Thou com'st not to be made 9. scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be tt^ usage evfiry way. 
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10 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Rest on my word , and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts yon, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths. — 
Lavinia , you are not displeased with this? 

Lav, Notly my lord; sith true nohility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go. 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours , lords , with trump and drum. 

Ba$. Lord Titus, hy your leave, this maid is mine. 

[Seising Latimia. 

Tit How , Sir? Are you in earnest, then , my lord? 

Bos. Ay, noble Titus; and resolved withal. 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The Bmperor courts Tamora in dumb show. 

Mar, Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth hut his own. 

Luc, And that he will , and shall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors , avaunt ! Where is the emperor's guard ? 
Treason, my lord! Lavinia is surpriz'd. 

Sat, Surpriz'd! Rywhom? 

Bas, By him that justly may 

Bear his betrothed from all the worid away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus , with Lavinia. 

Mut, Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword 1 11 keep this door safe. 

. [Exeunt luxscws y Quintus, anrfMARTius. 

Tit, Follow , my lord , and I '11 soon bring her back. 

Mut, My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What, villain boy! 

Barr'st me my way in Rome ? [Titus hills Mutius. 

Mut. Help, Lucius, helpl 

Re-enter Lucius. 
Luc. My lord , you are unjust ; and , more than so , 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit, f(orthou, nor he, are any sons of mine: 
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My soAs would neyer so dishonour me. 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc, Dead, ifyouKrill; but not to be his wifo , 
That is another's lawful promised love. [Exit, 

Sat. No , Titus , no ; the emperor needs her not , 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock: 
I'll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never , nor thy traitorous haughty sons , 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale , 
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 
Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine , 
That saidst , I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 

Tit, O monstrous ! what reproachful words are these? 

Sat, But go thy ways ; go , give that changing piece 
To him that flourished for her with his sword. 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons , 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit, These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat, And therefore, lovely Tamora , queen of Goths, 
That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs , 
Dost overshine the galiant'st dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empress of Rome. 
Speak , queen of Goths , dost thou applaud my choice ? 
And here I swear by ail the Roman gods , — 
Sith priest and holy water are so near. 
And tapers bum so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome , 
Or climb my palace , till from forth this place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn, And here , in sight of heaven , to Rome I swear , 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
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12 TITCJS ANDRONICUS. 

She win a handmaid be to his desiies , 
A loving narse , a mother io his yondi. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen » Pantheon. — Lords, accampany 
Tour noble emperor , and his lovely hride , 
Sent by the heavens forprincfd Saturnine , 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune oonquered . 
There shall we consuminate our spousal rites. 

[EaBetmt Satu&kinus and his Followers i Tamq^a, 
and her Sons; Aaaon 0nd Goth*. 

Tii. I am not bid to wait upon this bride. 
Titus , when wert thou wont to walk alone , 
Bishonour'd thus , and challenged of wrpngs? 

Re-enter ^UkRCVSf Lucius, Quintus, <tmf BLlrtius. 

Mar. 0, Titus, seef O, see what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no; nosonofn^ine, 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour'd all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons! ^ 

Luc. But let us give him burial , as becomes: 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood , 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
Here none but soldiers , and Rome's servitors » 
Repose in fame ; none basely ^ain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can , he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you. 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him : 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin.Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And shall! What villain was it spoke diet word? 

Quin. He that would vouch it in any place but here. 

Tit. What! would you bury him in my de^ite? 

Mar^ No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutiito , and to bury him. 
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Tit. Marcus, 6V6h ^mibafstdtrudc upon tty crest, 
And , \(ith these boys , mine t^hottt tlicfii litist i^dttndcrd: 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So, trouble ^e no more, but get yon gone. 

Mart. £[e is not with himself: let us withdraw. 

Qnin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons q/fiTUS kneel. 

Mar. Brother , for in that name doth nattire plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar, Renowned Titus, more than half my soul, — 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us aU, — 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in Tir1«e*9 nest, 
That died in honour and liaviaia's cHusc. 
Thou art a Roman , be not barbarous » 
The Greeks upon advice did bury A^i , 
That slew himself, and wise Laertes' sen 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius, then, thai was thy joy. 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise. — 

The dismall'st day is this , that e'er I saw , 
To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome! -^ 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[MuTit7S iipta ini0 thb Tomh. 

Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mufius, with thy fMencfe , 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! 

AU. No man shed tears tbt noble MhUus ; 
He lives in Dime that died io tirtue'ls cause. 

Mar. Mylord,-^ Io Step out ef these ^h«irydirtii]^s,— 
How comes it that Ai siriitle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus adrttic^d to Rome? 

TU. Iknownot, Marcus, but I know it is; 
Whether by device or no 4 the heavens can tell. 
Is she not, then, beholding to thB man 
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That brought her for thb hlg^ good tnra 80 Hur? 
Tes, and will Qobly him remaaerate. 

Flourish. R^-enter, at one tide ^ SATuaNiNUi, attended, 'Tx^ 
MORA, DniBTRius, Chirom, andAAMO^i at tJie other side, 
Bab8IANUI« Latihia, and Others. 

Sat, SoBassianns, you have play'd your prize : 
God give you joy. Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bos. And you of yours, my lord. I say no more, 
Nor wish no less; and so I take my leave. 

Sat Traitor, IfRomehayelaw, orwehayepower. 
Thou and thy Action shall repent this rape. 

Bas» Bape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own , 
If y true-betrothed loye , and now my wife? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean while , I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sat» T is good. Sir: you are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, we '11 be as sharp with you. 

Bas, Hy lord , what I have done , as best I may , 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life : 
Only thus much I give your grace to know. 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome , 
This noble gentleman , lord Titus here , 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd; 
That in the rescue of Lavinia 
With his own hand did slay his youngest son , 
In zeal to you , and highly moV'd to wrath , 
To be controU'd in that he frankly gave. 
Receive him, then, to favour. Saturnine, 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds , 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit, Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds: 
T is thou, and those, that have dishonour'dme* 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lov'd and honoured Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy lord, ifeverTamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine , 
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Then hear me speak IndiifferenUy for all; 
And at my snit , sweet , pardon what is past. 

Sat. What, Madam! be dishonoured openly. 
And basely put it up without revenge? 

Tarn, Not so, my lord: the gods of Rome forefend, 
I should be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all , 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs. 
Then , at my suit look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose , 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. — 
yside to Sat.] My lord , be rul'd by me , be won at last ; 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne ; 
Lest, then, the people, and patricians too , 
Upon a just survey , take Titus' part , 
And so supplant you for ingratitude. 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin , 
Yield at entreats , and then let me alone. 
I' 11 find a day to massacre them all , 
And raze their faction , and their family , 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons , 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know what 't is to let a queen 
Kneel in the streets , and beg for grace in vain. — 
[Mottd.] Come , come , sweet emperor, — come , Andronicus , -^ 
Take up this good old man , and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest pf thy angry frOwn. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise: my empress hath preyail'd. 

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord. 
These words, these looks, infdse new life in me. 

Tarn. Titus, I am Incorporate in Rome , 
A Roman now adopted happily , 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die , Andronicus ; — 
And let it be mine honour , good my lord, 
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That I hare reconcil'd jour fiHerid^ and yoU. -*- 
For you, prloce Bassiaait^, I 1i«t« j^ass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor , 
That you will be more mild and Actable. — 
And fear not , lords , -^ and yoo^ Lavmia. — 
By my advice, all humbled on yonrknee», 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Lue. We do; and yow to heaven , and to bis highness , 
That what we did was mildly , as We might , 
Tendering our sister's honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here 1 do protest. 

Sat Away, and talk not: tr0cy[>ie us no more. -^ 

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor , we must all be Mends. 
Hie tribune and his nephews kneel ibr grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweetheart, lookback. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here , 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats , 
I do remit these young men's he4tfoas faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia , though you )eft rae like a churl , 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore , 
I would not part a bachelor #om the priest. 
Come ; if the emperor's court can f^ast two brides , 
You are my guest , Lavinia , and your friends. — 
ThisdayshallbealoveMlay, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it ^ase your majesty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me , 
With horn and hound lire 'H give your grace bory^wr. 

Sat, Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. 

[Thimpttsf. Eweunt^ 

A(;T II. SCENE 1. 
The Same. Before the Palace. 
ErderkAKom. 
Aar. Now cUmbeth Tamora OlynfpuS' top , 
Safe out of fortune's shot; and sits akft , 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



tlTOS ANDkOMlCtlS. It 

Secure of tfatmder'B cradt t opliglitofiigfiiish» 

Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'nhig r«acb* 

As when the golde»siin saintes the morn , 

And having gilt the ocean with his beanss , 

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach , 

And overlooks the ^ghest-peering hills ; 

So Tamora. — 

Upon her wit doth earthly honont wait , 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts , 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mibtress ; 

And mount her pitch , whom thou in triumph long 

Hast prisoner held , fettered in amorous chains j 

And faster bound to Aaron's churmiDg eyes , 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds, and servile thoughts! 

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold , 

To wait upon this new^mkle empress. 

To wait, said I? to wanton with this que«n , 

This goddess, this Semiramis , this nymph. 

This syren , that will charm Rome's Saturnine , 

And see his shipwreck , and his comiiKmweal's. 

Holla! what storm Is this? 

Enter Dbmbtrids and Chiron , braving, 
Detn. Chiron, thy years want v^t, thy wit wants edge 

And manners , to intrude where I am graced , 

And may , for aug^t them know'st , affected be. 
CM. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all, 

And so in this , to bear me down with braves. 

'T is not the difference of a year, or two, 

Makes me less gracious , or thee more fortunate : 

I am as able, and as fit, as thou, 

To serve , and to deserve my mistress' grace ; 

And that my sword upon thee shall approve, : 

And plead my passions for Lavinta's love. 

Jar, Clubs , clubs ! the^e lovers will not k(»p the peace. 
IV. 417 
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Dem.' Whj, boy, althongh our mother, unadvfs'd, 
Gave yon a dancing-rapier by your side , 
Are yoQ so desperate grown , to threat yoor MendsT 
Gro to ; have yonr lath glued within your sheath , 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meanwhile, Sir, with the little skill I hate. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem, Ay, boy; grow ye so brave? iTheydraw. 

Aar. Why, how now, lords! 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw , 
And maintain such a quarrel openly? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge : 
I would not for a million of gold , 
The cause were known to them it most concerns; 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Rome. 
For shame! put up. 

Dem, Not I; tUl I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom , and, withal. 
Thrust those reproachful speeches down his throat , 
That he hath breathed in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepared and ftiU resohr'd , 
Foul-spoken coward , that thunder'st with thy tongue , 
And with thy weapon nothing dar^st perform. 

Aar. A^hjy I say! 
Now by the gods that wariike Cioths adore , 
This petty brabble will undo us all. -^ 
Why , lords , — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince's right? 
What ! is Lavinia then become so loose , 
Or Bassianus so degenerate , 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd. 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 
Young lords , beware ! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground , the music would not please. 

Chi, I care not, I, knew she and aU the world: 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 
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Dem, Tonngling, learn thon to make some meaner choice. 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Jar, Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be , 
And cannot brook competitors in loye? 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose , to achieye her whom I love. 

Jar, To achieve her ! — How ? 

Demi Why mak'st thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman , therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman , therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia , therefore must be lov'd. 
What , man ! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive , we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother , 
Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge. 

Jar, Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. [Jside, 

Dem. Then, why should he despair, that knows to court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality? 
What ! hast thou not full often struck a doe , 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose? 

Jar, Why then, it seems, some certain snatch or so 
Would serve your turns. 

CId, Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 

Dem, Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Jar, Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye , — and are you such fools , 
To square for this? Would it offend you , then. 
That both should speed? 

Chi, Faith, not me. 

Dem, Nor me, so I were one. 

Jar, For shame! befriends, andjoin for that you jar. 
'T is policy And stratagem must do 
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That you affect ; and so mast you resolye , 

That what you cannot as you would achieve , 

You must, perforce, accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me : Lucrece was not more chaste 

Than this Lavinia , Bassianus' love. 

A speedier course than lingering languishment 

Must we pursue , and I have found the path. 

My lords , a solemn hunting is in hf nd ; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

The forest walks are wide and spacious , 

And many unfrequented plots there are , 

Fitted by kind for rape and villainy. 

Single you thither, then, this dainty doe , 

And strike her home by force , if not by words : 

This way , or not at all , stand you in hope. 

Come , come ; our empress , with her sacred wit , 

To villainy and vengeance consecrate , 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And she shall file our engines with advice , 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves , 

But to your wishes' height advance you bpth. 

The emperor's court is like the house of fame , 

The palace fiill of tongues, of eyes, and ears: 

The woods are ruthless , dreadful , deaf, and dull ; 

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your turns : 

There serve your lust , shadow'd from heaven's eye, 

And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

Chi, Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem. Sttfiuautn^asj till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits ^ 
Per Sty 0a, per manes vehor. 

[Exeimi. 
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SCENE n. 

A Forest near Rome. Bforas, and cty of Honnds heard. 

EfUer TiTVS AnTfRO^icvs , toith Hunters, Ac. Marcus, Lu- 
<au8, QuiNTUA, and^Sxw£t^9, 
Tit. Thehnntisup, the moT& is bright and grey. 
The fields are fragrant , and the woods ai^e green. 
Uncouple here , and let us make a bay , 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride , 
And rouse the prince, and ring a hunter's peal , 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge , as it is ours, 
To attend the emperor's person carefully : 
I have been troubled in my ^ep this night , 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 

[Horns wind a peal 

Enter SATURNmrs, Taiiora, Bassianus,. Lavinia, Bemk- 
TRins, Chiroi), and Attendants. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty: — 
Madam, to yon as many aud as good. — 
1 promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords. 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bas, Lavinia, how say you? 

Lav. I say, no; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat Come on, then: horse and chariots let us have , 
And to our sport. — Madam , now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord, 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase , 
And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way , and run like swallows o'er the plain. 

Dem. Chiron , we hunt not, we , with horse nor hound ; 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to gronnd. [Exeu7it. 
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SCENE lU. 
▲ desert Part of the Forest. 

i^nter Aaron, ttnth a Bag qfGold, 

Aar, He, that had wit, would think that I had none , 
To bury so madi gold under a tree , 
And ne?er after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me so abjectly , 
Know that this gold must coin a stratagem , 
Which, cunningly effected , will beget 
A Tery excellent piece of tillainy : 
And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest, 

\Bidei the Gold. 
That haye their alms out of the empress' clMst. 

i^n/er Tamora. 

Tom. Ify lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou sad , 
When every thing doth make a gleefUl boast? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in Uie cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind , 
And make a checquer'd shadow on Uie ground. 
Under their sweet shade , Aaron, let us sit. 
And , whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds , 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns , 
As if a double hunt were heard at once , 
Let us sit down , and mark their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict , such as was suppos'd 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm they were surpris'd , 
And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave , — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms , 
Our pastimes done , possess a golden slumber ; 
Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious birds, 
Be unto us , as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 23 

Aar, Madam, thongh Venus govern your desires , 
Saturn is dominator oyer mine. 
What signifies my deadly-standing eye , 
My silence , and my cloudy melancholy? 
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls , 
Even as an adder , when she doth unrol 
To do some fatal execution ? 
No , Madam , these are no venereal signs : 
Vengeance is in my heart , death in my hand , 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee , 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus; 
Bis Philomel must lose her tongue tonlay : 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity , 
And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
Seest thou this letter? take it up I pray thee , 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroU. — 
Now question me no more ; we are espied : 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty , 
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Tarn. Ah , my sweet Moor , sweeter to me than life ! 

Aar, No more, great empress. Bassianus comes : 
Be cross with him ; and I '11 go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er tbey be. \ExiU 

Enter Bassianus and LAynoA. 

Bos, Whom hare we here ? Bome's royal empress , 
Unfurnished of her well-beseeming troop? 
OrisitDian, habited like her; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves , 
To see the general hunting in this forest? 

Tarn, Saucy controller of my private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dfanfaad, 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Action's; and the hounds 
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Should dri?e upon thj Dev-transformod limbs, 
UDmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patieacJB, gentle empress , 
T is thought you have a goodly gift in homing ; 
And to be doubted , that your Moor and y<Ai 
' Are singled forth to try experiments. 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to^^ ! 
T is pity , they should take him for a stag. 

Bos, Belieyeme, queei^, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue , 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you sequester'd from all your train? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed , 
And wandered hither to an obscure plot , 
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you? 

Lav. And being intercepted in your sport, 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness ! — I pray you, let us hence, 
And let her 'joy her raven-colouf 'd love ; 
This ?alley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas, The king, my brother, $hall have notice of this. 

Lav, Ay, for the$e slips have made him noted long. 
Good king! to be so mightily abus'd. 

Tarn, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Dbm ktrius and Chiron. 

Dem, How BOW, dear sovereign , ;ind our gracious mother ! 
Why doth your hjigtviiess look so pale and wan? 

Tarn, Have I not reason, thiakyocu, lo look pale? 
These two have 'tic'd me hither to thi» pkee , 
A barren detested vale , you sao, it !&: 
The trees , though summer, yet S^lorn and lean , 
O'ercome with moss , and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines the SUB ; here nothing breeds, 
Unless the nightly owl , or f^t^al r^veo. 
And, when they show'd me this abhovredpiit, 
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They told me, here, at dead time of the ii%ht, 

A thonsand fiends , a thousand hissing snakes , 

Ten thousand swelling toads » as many urchins , 

Would make sueli fearful and eon£used eries , 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Should straight fall mad , or else die suddenly. 

No sooner had they told this hellisk tale , 

But straight they told me , they would bind me here 

Unto the body of a dismal yew , ^ 

And leave me to this miserable death : 

And then they call'd me , foul adulteress ,' 

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 

That ever ear did hear to such effect ; 

And , had you'not by wondrous fortune come , 

This vengeance on me had they executed. 

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

Dem, This is a witness that I am thy son. 

[Stabs Bassian us. 

Chi. And this for me , struck honie to show my strength. 

[Stabbing him UkewUe, 

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis! — nay, barbarous Tamora; 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 

Tarn. Give me thy poniard : you shall know, my boys. 
Your mother's hand shaH right your mother's wrong. 

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her: 
First, thrash the eoro , then afterbum the straw. 
This minion stood upon her chastity, 
Upon her nuptid vow , her loyalty , 
And with that painted hope brave»yoar migbtiiiess: 
And shall she carry this u&te her grave ? 

Chi. An if she do, I woidd I were an eunuch. 
Brag hence her husband to 8om» secret hole , 
And make his dead trunk piltow to aw lust. 

Tarn. But when ye have the honey ye desire , 
Let not this wasp outlive us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, Madam, we will make that sure. — 
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Come, mistress, now perftvoe we wUl enjoy 
That nice preserved hoaestj of yours. 

Lav, OTamora! thoa bear'st a woman's &ce,—< 

Tarn. I win not hear her speak: away with her! 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Listen, fair Madam: let it be your glory 
To see her tears; but be your heart to them , 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav, When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam ? 
O! do not learn her wrath; she taught it thee. 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike : 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. [7b Chiron. 

Chi, What ! would*st thou have me prove myself a bastard ? 

Lav, 'TIS true; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet have I heard , O, could I find it now I 
The lion, mov'd with pity , did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children , 
The whilst their own birds femish in their nests: 
0! be to me, though thy hard heart say no , 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful. 

Tarn, I know not what it means. Away with her ! 

Lav, O! let me teach thee : for my father's sake , 
That gave thee life , when well he might have skin thee , 
Be not obdurate. Open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn, Hadst thou in person ne'er offender me , 
Even for his sake am I pitiless. — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain , 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent. 
Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will: 
The worse to her , the better lov'd of me. 

Lav, OTamora! be call'd a gentle queen. 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place ; 
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For 't is not life that I baye begg'd so long : 
Poor I was slain when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg'st thou then? fond woman, lei me go. 

Lav, 'TIS present death I beg; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell. 
O ! keep me from their worse than killing lust , 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit, 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this , and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn . So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No ; let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem, Away! for thou hast stay'd us here too long. 

Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name I 
Confusion fall — 

Chi. Nay, then I 11 stop your mouth. — Bring thou her 

husband : {Dragging offhAynn f a. 

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exeunt, 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons: see, that you make her sure. 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed , 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor , 
And let my spleenful sons this truU deflour. lExit, 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. 
Enter Aaron , with Quintus and Hartius. 
Jar, Come on, my lords, the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Qwn. My sight is very dull , whatever it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you: wer*t not for shame, 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhOe. 

[MARTius/a/(f into the Pit. 
Qtdn. What ! art thou fallen ? What subtle hole is this ^ 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars , 
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Upoo wliose leayes are drops of new-sfaed blood , 
As fk^sh as morning's dew distffl'd on flowers? 
A very fetal place it seems to me : — 
Speak , brother, bast thoit hurt thee with the faH? 

Mart. O, brother! with the dismalTst object hurt, 
That e?er eye with sight made heart lament. 

Aar, [Aside.] Now will I fetch the king to find them here ; 
That he thereby may glfe a likely guess , 
How these were they that made away his brother. [Exit Aaro n . 

Mart, Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained bole? 

Quin. 1 am surprised with an uncouth fear ; 
A chflling sweat o'er-runs my trembling jofnts : 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart, To prove thou hast a true-divining heart , 
Aaron and thou look down into this den , 
And see a learftd sight of blood and dea^. 

Quin, Aaron is gone; and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise. 
0! tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child , to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies endbrewed here , 
All on a heap, liketoaslaughter'dlamb, 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Qfiin. If it be dark, how dost tbou know 'tis he? 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring , that lightens all the hole , 
Which, like a tap^ In some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead nnin's earthy cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of &e pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyranras , 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother ! help me witi^ thy feinting hand , — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath , — 
Out of this lieU devouring receptaclie , 
As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth. 
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Quia, Reacliiwe tiny baod, that fnuQT help thee out; 

Or , wanting strength to do thee so mm^h good , 

I may be plack'd into the swallowing womb 

Of this deep pit> poor Basstanus' grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy hekp* 
Quin, Thy hand once more : I will not loose agaio , 

Till thoQ art here aloft y or I below. 

Thou canst not come to me ; I come to thee. [Falh in* 

Enter Saturninus atid Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me: — I '11 see what hole is here , 
And what he is that now is leaped into it* 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mart. The unhappy son of old Ajoidronicas , 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour , 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead* 

Sat. My brother dead ! I know, thou dost but jest: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge , 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
'T is not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We kuow not where you left him all alive , 
But, out alas I here have we found him dead. 

^nfei^ Tamora, toith Attendants : Titus Andronipus , and 
Lucius. 
Tam. Where is my lord , the king? , 

Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing grief. 
Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 
Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my. wound : 
^oor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then, all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

[Gimng a Letter. 
The complot of thfs timeless tragedy ^ 
And wonder greatly , that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smites such murderous tyranny. 
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Sat. [Reads.] ** An if we miss to meet h!m handsomdy, — > 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus'tis, we mean, -^ 
Bo thou so much as dig the grave for him. 
Thou know'st our meaning: loolc for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree , 
Which oyershades the mouth of that same pit , 
' Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do this , and purchase us thy lasting friends." 
O, Tamora! was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 
Look , Sirs, if you can find the huntsman out, 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here, . 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[Showing it. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Titus] fell curs of bloody kind , 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. — 
Sirs , drag them from the pit unto the prison : 
There let them bide , until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn. What ! are they in this pit? wondroas thing ! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon with tears not lightly shed ; 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons , 
Accursed, ifthe fault be prov'd id them, — 

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you see , it is apparent. — 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it Up . 

Tit, I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail ; 
For by my father's reverend tomb , I vow, 
They shall be ready at your highness' will , 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thoa Shalt not bail them: see, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body , some the murderers : 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain; 
For, by my soul , were there worse end than death , 
That end upon them should be executed. ^ 
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Tarn, Andronicus, I \dn entreat the king: 
Fear not thy sous , they shall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk with them. 

[Exeunt severally, 

SCENE V. 

The Same. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Latikia, ravished; her 
Hands cut off, and her Tongue cut out, 

Dem, So, nowgoteU, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 't was that cut thy tongue , and rayish'd thee. > 

Chi, Write down thy mind , bewray thy meaning so; 
And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can scrowl. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wash ; 
And so let 's leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi* An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[Exeimt Dbmetrics and Chiron, 

Wind Ilomt. Enter Marcus, from hunting. 
Mar. Who's this, — mynieee, that flies away so f^stt 
Cousin, a word: where is your husband? — 
If I do dieam , 'would all my wealth would wake mie ! 
If I do wake , some planet strike me down , 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep! — 
Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Havelopp'd, andhew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ; those sweet ornaments , 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in , 
And might not gain so great a happiness , 
As half thy love? Why dost not speak to me? — 
Alas ! a crimson river of warm blood , 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind , 
Doth rise and faU between thy rosed lips, 
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Coming and going witll thy hoBoy breath. 
But , sure , some Tereus bath defloured thee , 
And, lest thou should'st detect hira, cut thy tongue. 
Ah ! now thou turn'st away thy face for shame ; 
And , notwithstanding all this loss of blood , — 
As from a conduit with threie issuing speuts , — 
Yet do thy cheeks look red, as Titan's face 
Blushing to be encountered with a clond. 
Shall I speak for thee? shall I say , 't is so? 
0! that I knew thy heart; and knew the beast, 
That I might rail at him to ease my mind. 
Sorrow concealed , like an oven stopp'd , 
Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela , she but lost her tongue , 
And^in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind; 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee: 
A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met , 
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 
That could have better sew'd than Philomeh 
O ! had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute, 

^ And make the silken strings deljght to kiss them , 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life; 
Or , had he heard the heavenly harmony , 

* Which that sweet tongue ha^ made , 
He would have drop^'d h& kaife , and fell asleep , 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 
Come; let us go, and make thy £ith« blind ; 
For such a sight villi blind a faUier's eye. 
One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What vnll whole months of tears thy £Hher'8 eyes? 
Bo not draw back , for we vdll mourn with thee : 
O, could our mourning ease thy misery! 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
Rome. A Street. 

Enter Senators, THbtmes, and Officers qfJiuHee, with MartiUs 
onif QuiKTUs, bound, passing on to the Piaee o/ Execution; 
liTVS going bqfore ^ pleading. 
Tit, Hear me, grATefiithers! noble TribBoes, stiyi 

For pity of mine age, wliose youth was spoat 

In dangerous wars , whilst you securely slept ; 

For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed; 

For all the frosty ni^^ that I have watch'd ; 

And for these bitter tears, which now you see 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sobs^ 

Whose souk are not corrupted as 't is thought* * 

For two and twenty sons I never wept , 

Because they died in honour's lolly bed : 

For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write * 

ll%raw(ng kimsel^tm the ground. 

My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 

Let my tears stanch the earth's dry ai^etite ; 

My sons* sweet blood will mak« It shame and blush. 

[Exeunt SenatQr$^ Tri^mee, ifee. , nffitkihe Prisoners, 

O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain. 

That shall distil frma these two ancient ^Irns^ 

Than youthful April shall with ^ his showers : 

In summer's drought , I '11 drop tq^on thee still ; 

In winter , with warm tears 1 11 melt the snow , 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face , 

So thou refiise to drink my dear bobs' blood. 

Enter Locius , with his Sword drawn. 
O, reverend tribunes! O, gentle, aged men! 
Unbindmysons, reverse the doom of death; 
And let me say , that never wept liefore « 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 
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hue, O , noble father ! yoa lament in vain : 
The tribunes bear yon not , no man is by , 
And yon recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit. Ah , Lucius ! for thy brothers let me plead. — 
Grave tribunes , once more I entreat of you. 

Lite, Mygraeiouslord, no tribune hears you speak. 

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mariL me ; or if they did maik , 
They would not pity me , yet plead I must , 
And bootless unto them. 
Therefore , I tell my sorrows to the stones; 
Who , though they cannot answer my distress , 
Yet in some sort they are l»etter than the tribunes , 
For that they will not intercept my tale. [Rising, 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive n^ tears , and seem to weep with me ; 
And were they but attired in grave weeds , 
Rome could aiSbrd no tribune lilie to these. 
A stone is soft as wax , tribunes more hard than stones ; 
A stone is silent , and offendetb not , 
And tribnties wiUi their tongues doom men to death. 
' But wherefore stand'stthon with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their death ; 
For which at&mpt the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. happy man! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Ludus, dost thou not perceive. 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers? 
Tigers must prey ; -and Rome affords no prey , 
But me and mine : how happy art thou , then. 
From these devourers to be banished? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Mmcus and Latinia. 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break : 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 
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Tit. Will it coQsume me ? let me see it , then. 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me. 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her. — 
Speak, Layinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea , 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st , 
And now, like Nllus, it disdaineth bounds. — 
Give me a sword , 1 '11 chop off my hands too , 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain , 
And they have nurs'd this woe , in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up , 
And they have served me to effectless use : 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is , that the one will help to cut the other. — 
'T is well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands , 
For hands to do Rome service are but vain. 

Luc, Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyred thee? 

Mar. O! that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blabb'd Uiem with such pleasing eloquence , 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage , 
Where , like a sweet melodious bird , it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear. 

Luc. ! say thou for her, who hath done this deed? 

Mar. 0! thus I found her straying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer , 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. 

Tit, Itwasmydeer; and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more , than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock , 
Environ'd with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave , 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
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TUs way to death my wretdied sdns are gone. 
Here stands my other son , a banish'd maa , 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes; 
But that which gives my soul the greatest spnra , 
Is dear Lavinia , dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me ; what shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body sot 
Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears , 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee i 
Thy husband he is dead ; and for his death , 
Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this. 
Look, Marcus; ah! son Lucius, look on her: 
When I did name her brothers , then f^resh tears 
Stood on her cheeks , as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost wither'd. 

Mar, Perchance, she weeps because they kilFd her husr 
band; 
Perchance , because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy husband , then be joyful , 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. — 
No , no , they would not do so fonl a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia , let me kiss thy lips , 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease. 
Shall tliy good uncle , and thy brother Lucius , 
And thou , and I , sit round about some fountain , 
Looking all downwards, to behdd our cheeks 
How they are stain'd , like meadows yet net dry. 
With miry slime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long , 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness , 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 
Or shall we cut away our hands , like thine ! 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateftddays? 
What shall we do? let us , tiiat hav« our tongues , 
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l^lot some deyice of fiirthor misery* 

To make ns vonder'd at in time to come. 

Luc* Sweet father, cease your tears; for at your grief , 
See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps* 

Mar* Patience, dear niece. ^ Good Titus, dry thine eyes. 

TiU Ah, MarcuSy Marcos I brother, well I wot. 
Thy napidn cannot drinli a tear of mine , 
Forthoo, poor man, hast drown'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ab, myLavinia! I will wipe thy cheeks. 

'Bt, Blark, Marcus, mark! I understand her signs. 
Had she a tongue to speak , now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee : 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 
Can do no sendee on ber sorrowful cheeks. 
O! what a sympathy ofwoe is this; 
As ixt from help as limbo is from bliss. 

Enter kkfiOTH* 

Aar* Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word , — that , if thou love thy sons , 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you , chop off your hand , ^ 

And send it to the king: he for the same , 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive. 
And that shall be the ransom for their faiUt^ 

Tit. O , gracious emperor ! O , gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise? 
With all my heart , I '11 send the emperor my hand. 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Lmc. Stay, father! for that noble hand of thine , 
That hath thrown down so many enemies , 
Shall not be sent: my hand will serve the turn. 
My youth can better spare my blood than yon , 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Mar, Which of your hands bath not defended Rome , 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-^xe. 
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Writing destnictioD on the enemy's casfle? 
O! none ofboth but are of high desert. 
My hand hath been but idle ; let It serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death , 
Then , have I Icept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Luo. By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more : such withered herbs as these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc, Sweet &ther, if I shall be thought thy son , 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar, And, for our father's sake , and mother's care , 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

TIU Agree between you; I will spare my hand. 

Luo. Then I '11 go fetch an aie. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. 

[i^arezmf Lucitrs a7t(2 Marcus. 

TiU Come hither, Aaron; I '11 deceive them both : 
Lend me thy hand , and I will give thee mine. 

Acar, If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But I '11 deceive you in another sort , 

And that you '11 say, ere halfan hour pass. \Asid^, 

\He ctds q/f Titus's Hand, 

Re-enter IjJCiVB on^ Marcus. 

Tit, Now, stay your strife: what shall be, is despatch'd. — 
Good Aaron , give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him , it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers. Bid him bury it : 
More hath it merited; that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus; and for thy hand, 
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Look by and by to bare thy sons with thee. 

[^n*^.] Their heads, I mean. — 0» how this villainy 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts ofit ! 

Let fools do good , and fair men call for grace , 

Aaron will have his soul black like his face. lExiL 

Tit. 0! here I lift this one hand np to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears , 

To that I'call. — What I wilt thou kneel with met [To Lati»ia. 
Do then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our prayers , 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim , 
And stain the sun with fog , as sometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. 01 brother, speak with possibilities, 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep , having no bottom? 
Then , be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 
- Tit. If there were reason for these miseries , 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heaven doth weep , doth not the earth o'erflow? 
If the winds rage , doth not the sea wax mad , 
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil? 
I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do blow I 
She is the weeping welkin , I the earth : 
Then , must my sea be moved with her sighs; 
Then , must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflowed and drown'd. 
For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes , 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then, give me leave, for losers wMl have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Messenger^ with Two Heads and a Hand. 
Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor* 
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Here are the heads of thy two noble soos; 

And here *8 thj hand , in seorn to thee «ent back : 

Thy griefe their sports , thy resotntion mock'd , 

That woe is me to think npon thy woes' , 

More than remembrance of my Other's death. lExii, 

Mar. Now, let hot iEtna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-bnmtng heH ! 
These miseries are more than may be bomo. 
To weep with them that weep doth ease 8ome,deal , 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Lue. Ah , that this sight should make so deep a wound, 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let Ufb bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breaUie ! 

[LAvniiA kisses Mm. 

Mar. Alas, poorhetot! that kiss is tomforUess, 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit. When will this fearM dumber haye an end? 

Mar. Now, forewell, flatteiy: die, Androniofis. 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons* beads; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here; 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, 
ETen like a stony image , cold and numb. 
Ah I now no more will I control my griefs. 
Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes I 
Now \fi a timQ to storm ; why art thou still? 

nt. Ha,^ha, hal 

Mar. Why dost thou laug^? it fits not wilhtiHis boor. 

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed: 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watery eyes , 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
Then , which way ^all I find peTenge*s> cave ? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me , 
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4nd threat me , I shall never eom« to blies , 

Till all these mischiefs be retora'd again , 

£ven in their throats that have eomrniNted them. 

Come , let me see what task I hare to do. -^ 

Ton heavy people, cirelemeahovt, 

That I may tnm me to each one of you , 

And swear unto my sonl to right yonr wrongs. — 

The vow is made. — Come, brother, take ahead; . 

And in this hand the other will I bear : 

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in Ihese things ; 

Bear thou my hand, gweetweneh, between thy teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight: 

Thou art an exile , and thou must not stay. 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army ^re; 

And , if you love me , as I think you do , 

Let 's kiss and p>rt, for we have much to do. 

[Eaeunt TirvHy Marcus, andhJk^miA. 
Luc, Farewell, Andronicns, my noble fotber; 
The woeful'st man that Cfver liv'd in Rome. 
Farewell, proud Rome: till Lucius come again , 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his lifb. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister; 
0, would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been! 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 
. But in oblivion , and hateful griefls. 
If Lucius live , he will requite your wrongs , 
And make proud Saturnine, and his empress , 
Beg at the gates , h*ke Tarquin and his qneen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. lEa;it, 

SCENE n. 

A Room fn Titus's House. A Banquet set out. 

Enter Trtvn^ ILuicoSi Lavuha, mui young* Lvcras, a Boy. 

TiU 80, 80, noirsit; and look, yon eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
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As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus , unkoit that sorrow-wreathen knot : 

Thy niece and I , poor creatures « want our hands , 

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh , 

Then, thus I thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe , that thus dost talk in signs , [To Latinia. 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating , 

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 

Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 

And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let foU , 

May run into that sink , and soaking in , 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar, Fie , brother, fie I teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote already? 
Why , Marcus , no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life? 
Ah ! wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands? 
To bid ^neas tell the tale twice o'er. 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable? 
O! handle not the theme, to talk of hands. 
Lest we remember still, that we have none. 
Fie, fie! how franticly I square my talk! 
As if we should forget we had no hands , 
If Marcus did not name the wor^ of hands. — 
Come , let 's fall to ; and , gentle girl , eat this. — 
Here is no drink. Hark, Marcus, what she says; 
I can interpret all her martyr'd signs: 
She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her sorrow, mesh'd upon her cheeks. — 
Speechless complaioer, I will learn thy thought; 
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Id tli; damb ftedon idll I be as perfect , 

As begging hennits Id their holy prayers : 

Thon Shalt not sigh , nor hold thy stamps to hesTen , 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign , 

But I of these will wrest an alphabet , 

And by still practice learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy, Goodgrandsire. leave these bitter deep laments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar» Alas! the tender boy, in passion moy'd, 
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heayiness. 

Tit. Peace f tender sibling; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the Dish with a Knife, 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife? 

Mar. AtthatthatlhavekiU'd, mylord — afly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kilFst my heart ; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death , done on the innocent , 
Becomes not Titus' brother. Get thee gone ; 
I see , thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas! my lord, I have but kiird a fly. 

Tit. ButhoWf ifthat fly had a Hither and mother. 
How would he hang his slender g^ded wings , 
And buz lamenting doings in the air? 
Poor harmless fly! 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me. Sir: itwasablackill-faTour'dfly, 
Like to the empress' Moor; therefore, I kill'd him. 

Tit. 0. 0, O! 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou hast done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife , I will insult on him ; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purposely to poison me. — 
There 's for thyself , and that 's for Tamora. Ah, sirrah!-— 
Tet I think we are not brought so low, 
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Bat that between 118 W6 eao kiQ a fly , 

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar, Alas, poor man I grief has so wrought on him « 
He takes false shadows for true substances* 

Tit, Come; takeaway.— Lavinia, go with me: 
1 11 to thy closet; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old.-* 
Come, boy, and go with me: thy sight is yoang, 
And thou shalt read» when mine begins to dazzle. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

l%e Same. B^re Tkrtis's House. 

J^n^er Titus ani2 Marcus. Then entur young iMcvitk^ Latii^ia 
running t(fler him* 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where , I know not irtiy. — 
Good uncle Marcus , see how swift she comes ! 
Alas! sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar, Stand by me, Lucius: do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit, She loves thee , boy, too wdl to ilo thee harm. 

Boy, Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mar, What means my niece Lavioia by these signs? 

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius: — somewhat doth she niean. 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee: 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy! Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, thffla she hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry , and TuUy's Orator. 
Canst thou not guess wherefoee she plies thee tbis? 

Boy, My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess , 
Unless some fit, or frenzy do possess her; 
For I have heard my grandsire say fiill oft , 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : that made me to fear; 
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Althongh, my lord, Ilmoir, myoobleaiiDt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did , 
And would not, batinfbry, fright my yoath ; 
Which made me down to throw my books , and fly , 
Causeless, perhaps. Bat pardon me, sweet aunt; 
And, Madam, ifmy ancle Marcus go, ^ 

I will most wiHingly attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

[Layii^ia turru over the books which Lucnrs had let 
fall. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia ! — Marcos , what means this? 
Some book there is that she deshres to see. — 
Which is it, girl, offtese? — OpenAem, boy. — 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd ; 
Come , and take choice of all my library , 
And so beguile thy sorrow , till the heavens 
Beveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. — ^ 
What book? 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus? 

Mar. I think, she means, that there was more than one 
Confederate in-Uie fact. «— Ay, more there was ; 
Or else to heaven ^e heaves them to revenge. 

Tit. Lucias , what book is that she tosseth so? 

Boy. Grandsire, 't is Ovid's Metamorphosis : 
My mother giv't me« 

Mar. For love of her thM 's gone , 

Perhaps , she cuU'd it fWmi among the rest. 

Tit. Soft! so busily she turns the leaves! 
Help her : what would she find? — Lavinia , shall I read? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel , 
And treats of Tereus' treason , and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, see! note, how she quotes the leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert ^lou thus surpric'd , sweet girl, 
Bavish'dandwrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods? — 
See, seel — 
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▲y, sach a place there is f where we did hoot, 
(0, hadweneTer, never, hunted there !) 
Patterned by that the poet here describes , 
By nature made for mnrders , and for rapes. 

Mar, 0! why should nature build so fool a den , 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none but friends , 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, asTarquinerst, 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed? 

Mar. Sit down , sweet niece : — brother , sit down by me. — 
Apollo, Pallas, Jo?e, or Mercury, 
Inspire me , that I may this treason find ! — 
My lord, look here; — look here, Lavinia: 
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst. 
This after me* [He writes hie Name with his Stqff^ and guides 
it with Feet and Mouth. 
I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at alL 
Cars'd be that heart , that forc'd us to this shift ! — 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at last. 
What God will have discover*d for revenge. 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain , 
That we may know the traitors , and the truth ! 

[She takes the Staff in her Mouth , and guides it with 
her Stumps f and writes. 

Tit. 01 do you read, my lord, what she hath writ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what!— ^ the lustfhl sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 

Tit. Magni dominatorpoli. 
Tarn lentus audis scelera T tarn tentus vides t 

Mar. 01 calm thee, gentle lord, although, I know, 
There is enough written upon this earth ^ 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of infants to eiclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel. 
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And kneel, sweet boy, the Romftn Hector's hope. 
And swear with me , — as with the wofal feere , 
And father, of that chaste dishonoured dame , 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape , — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood , or die with this reproach. 
, Tit. 'T is sure enough , an you knew how ; 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps , then beware : 
The dam will wake , and if she wind you once , 
8he 's with the lion deeply still in league , 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back ; 
And when he sleeps will she do what she list. 
You 're a young huntsman: Marcus, let it alone; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 
And with a gad of steel will write these words , 
And lay it by. The angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, 
And where 's your lesson then? — Boy, what say you? 

Boy, I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy father hath ftill oft 
For his ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, and if I live. 

Tit, Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, I '11 fit thee: and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to sent them both. 
Come , come ; thou 'It do thy message f wilt thou not? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so ; I '11 teftch thee another course. 
Lavinia, come. — Marcus, look to my house: 
Lucius and 1 11 go brave it at the court; 
Ay, marry, will we, Sir; and we 11 be wafted on. 

[Exeunt TirvBy Lavinia, and Boy. 

Mar. heavens! can you hear a good man jgroan, 
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AndQotreleot, oriM>t«omii«s«kmldn? 

Marcas, attend him in Us ecsUcy, 

That hath more scars of sorrow in hi» heart. 

Than foe->men's marks upon his batter'd shield ; 

Bnt yet so just » that he will not revenge. — 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronieus I • [ExU. 

SCENE IL 

The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Aakom, Dembtrius, and Cwkon, at one Door; at art- 
other DooTf young Locius , and an JUendant, with a Bundle 
qffTeapont, and Fersef writ upon them, 

Chi. Demetrius » here's the son of Lndns; 
He hath some message to ddiver us. 

Aar, Ay, some mad message from his mad grandialher. 

Boy. Hy lords, with all the hoBsdbleness I may , 
I greet your honours from Andronieus ; — 
lAside,^ And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. 

Dem. Grameroy, lovdy Lucius. What 's the news? 

Boy. [Aside.l Uat you are both deciphered , that 's Uie news. 
For villains mark'd with rape. iTotf^m.} May it please you , 
Mygrandsire, welladvis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of bis armoury , 
To gratify your honourable youth , 
The hope of Rome; for so 1m bade me say , 
And so I do, and with Ua gifkfi preseirt 
Tour lordships , that whenever you have need , 
You may he armed and appointed w^. 
And so I leave yon both, iAeideJ] like bloody villains. 

[Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 

Dem. What's here? A'scroU, and written round about? 
Let '^ see; 

Integer vita f seelerisquepurut^ 
Non eget Mauri jteudu, neoartu* 

Chi. Ql 'tie a verse in Horace. I know it well: 
I read it in the granamar long ago. 
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Aar» Af^ jostl — avecseliiHorace; — righ^f jFonhsreit 
[Aside.] Now, what a thing it k to be aa ass! 
Here 's pe soimd jest! the old man hath found their guilt, 
And sends them weapons wrapp'd abont with lines., 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick; 
But were our witty empress well a-foot , 
She would applaud Andronieus' conceit: 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 
[To them.] And now, young lords-, i^as 't not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so , 
Captives , to be advanced to this height ?• 
It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Bern, But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send i» gifts. 

Jar» Had he not reason, lord Demetrius? 
Bid you not use his daughter very friendly? 

Dem> I would* we had a. thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay , by turn to serve our hist 

Chi. A charitable wish, and foil of love. 

Jar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 

Chi. And that would she for tw^ty thousand more. 

Dem. Gome, let us go, and pray to all the godfr 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Jar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given us ovtr. 

[lirumpeU sound. 

Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish thus ? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem» 8oftl who comes here? 

EmteraNwrsB^ wiihaSlaek'a-i^qrCMldinherJrms. 
Nur. GoodmorroWy lords. O! tell me, did you see 
Aaron the Moor. 

Aar. Well; more, or less, or ne'er a whit at all , 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 
« iVtcr. gentle Aaron! We are all undone. 
Now help , or woe betide thee evermore ! 
IV. 449 



d by Google 



50 TITU8 ANDROKICUS. 

Aar* Why, vliat a caterwaoliDg dost thou keep. 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thioe arms? 

Nur, O! that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empress' shame , and stately Rome's disgrace. — 
8heisdeUver*d, lords; she is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. I mean she 's brought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God 

Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her ? 

Nur. A devil. 

Aar. Why , then she 's the devil's dam : a joyful issue. 

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue. 
Here is the babe , as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our dime. 
The empress sends it thee , thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar, Zounds, ye whore! is black so base a hoe? — 
Sweet blowse, yon are a beauteous blossom , sure. 

Bern. Villain, what ha^ thou done? 

Aar. That which thou canst not undo. 

CAt. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar, Villain , I have done thy mother. 

t>em. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance , and damn'd her loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

Nur. Aaron » it must : the mother wills it so. 

Aar. What ! must it , nurse? then let no man but I ^ 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Bern* I '11 broach the tadpole on my rapier's point. 
Nurse , give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch it. 

Aar, Sooner this sword shall plow thy bowels up. 

\Takes the Child from the Nurse , and draws. 
Stay , murderous vUlainsl will you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, • 

That shone so brightly when this boy was got , 

45a 



d by Google 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 51 

He dies npon my sdmitar's sharp point, 

Tiiat touches this ifty first-born sod and heir. 

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladns , 

With all his threatening band of Typhon's brood , 

Nor great Alcides , nor the god of war , 

Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 

What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 

Ye white-iim'd walls ! ye alehouse painted signs ! 

Coal-black is better than another hue , 

In that it scorns to bear another hue ; 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn the swan's black legs to white , 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 

Tell the empress from me , I am of age 

To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Detn. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus T 

Jar. My mistress is my mistress; this, myself; 
Theyigour, and the picture of my youth: 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; * 
This, maugre all the world , will I keep safe , 
Or some of yon shall smoke for ii in Rome. 

Dem, By this our mother is for ever shamed. 

Chi, Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Nvr, The emperor in his rage will doom her death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 

Aar. Why, there 's the privilege your beauty bears. 
Fie, treacherous hue! that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart : 
Here 's a young lad fram'd of another leer. 
Look , how the black slave smiles upon the father , 
Aswhoshonldsay, ** Old lad, I am thine own." 
He is your brother, lords, sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
And , from that womb , where you imprisoned were , 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay , he is your brother by the surer side , 
AlUiough my seal be stamped in his face, ^ 
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Nur. AaroD, what shall I ^y upj^ 4)9 e^lMre??.? 

Dem, Advise thee, j^ron, whatistpttedaiiQ» 
And we wUl all subscribe to thy advlqe s 
Save thou the child, sa we may al^ be saCe. 

Aar. Then sit we down , and,let,i|Q ^Ii^oi^HI^ 
My son and I will have t)ie wind of you : 
Keep there; now talk ^tpl^sure of your aaiej^, ^Tke^tU^ 

Dem, How many women saw this cl^ld of hi^?- 

A&r. Why, so, brave loni^:wl^ we Join in leagi|)»., 
I am a lamb ; but if yon brave the ^oof , 
The chafed boar , the mountain lionessf , 
The ocean swells not so as ^^ronstorms. — 
But say again , how many saw tl^i^ c^ild?, 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife , and myself;. 
And no one else, but the deli ver*d empress. 

Jar, The empress, the midwife, and yoi;irsj^lf;: 
Two may keep counsel , when the U^ird's aii;ay. 
Go to the empress; tell her /this I, si^d. — 

Weke , weke ! — so cries a pig » prepared tp the spit. 

Dem, What meanest thou, Aaront Wherefprf^.di^'^^ t)\o)|,t|]4s1 

Jar. O lord I Sir, 't is a d^ed of^policy. 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ou;rs, 
A long-tongu'dbabbUng gossip? no, lord^, no^ 
And now be it known to you my full intent^ 
Not far, one MuUtens liv^s, niy countryman; 
His wife but yesternight was l^roughf tQ hpdf 
His child is like to her , fair a3 yoi^ (^re : 
Go pack with him , and give the mptber gold > 
And tell them both the circumsta^nce of al| ; 
And how by this their child aha|i be adv^qc'd; 
And be received for the emperqr's heir , 
And substituted in the pli^ce of inlne , 
To calm this tempest whirling in the cqi^^ 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords; ye see, I.hayeg|yen,l|fr^ physic, 

IPpinfing^to the Nv^§a* 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TITUS ANDRONICCS. 53 

ADd yoa mast ne^Ak Ix^^toW &er f\[tnerkl ; 

The fields are near , anil VoiCk'arle ^^atit groonls. 

This done, see that yon ul'ebiDloDJger days, 

B ut send the midwifb presen^ ^ me : 

The midwife, and the nurse, wellniadeawa^, 

Then , let the ladies tattle Whkt they pDsalse. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt hot trUs^tHe<Ar 
With secrets. 

Dem. Forthiscair^ofTSmortV 

Herself and hers are Mghly bWiiid to thee. 

{Exeimt DEik. krid Chi. heMn^ pjf tiie Nurse. 

Jar. Now to the Goths, as swYttlJs swaAo^ flies ; 
There to disposes tMs ti^sbie in tdMk SHrmk , 
And secretly to greet the empress' friends'. -- 
Come on , you thidt-Kpjp'd slav^ ; 1 'H bear you tien^e , 
For it is yon that pots ns to our d^fts : 
I 'U make yon feed on berried and 6b robi^ , 
And feed on cur4§ and whey, did ^tick tht jg;oat , 
And cabin in a cave; and bring ^ou up 
To be a warrior, and command a c«Unt>. XHkittiii^ the Child. 

scBWfi nr. . 

The Same. A. public Place. 

Enter TiTUt, bear^ Jrrowt, imth Letters on this ends bfthem; 
tifith himMJLRCVB, young Lvcwa, and olHer G^'^Unnen, with 
Bows. 

Tit. Come , Hfarciis , com^. — kinsmen , ib& id the ^ay. — 
Sir boy, nowletmeseeyodrWchery: 
Look ye draw hbidie ehou^h , abd 't ik th^ s\^^&i. 
Terras Jstrwa reHq^f: 

Be you remembf^d litarct^-, sht *s gohe , ^e 's lied. 
Sirs, take you to your tools. Tdu, Wu^s, shall 
Go sound the ocean , aiid clist yodir neti ; 
Happily you may cateh he^ in the sea , - 
Yet there 's as UUft jAstfii^ i&s ^t land. <- 
No; PubliusandSeD^rohM^, ybuiduit do it; 
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'T is you most dig with mattock, and With spade , ^ 

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then , when you come to Pluto's region , 

I pray yon, deliver him this petition ; 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid. 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 

Ah, Rome! — Well, well; I made thee miserable , 

What time I threw the people's suffirages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. — 

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all , 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd : 

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence , 

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar. 0, Publius! is not this a heavy case. 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns , 
By day and night t' attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may , 
Till time beget some carefvQ remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude , 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

TU. Publius, how now! bow now, my masters! What! 
Have you met with her? 

Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word. 
If you will have revenge from hell , you shall. 
Itfarry, for Justice, she is so employ'd , ' 

He thinks with Jove in heaven , or somewhere else , 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doUi me wrong to feed me with delays. 
I 'U dive into the burning lake below , 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
JMarcus, we are but shrubs ^ no cedars we; 
Nobig-bon'dmen, fram'd of the Cyclops' size, 
But metal , Harcus , steel to the very back f 
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T et wrung with wrongs , more than our backs can bear : 
And t sith there 's no justice in earth nor hell , 
We will solicit heaven , and move the gods , 
To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs. 
Come^ to this gear. Tou are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the Arrows. 
AdJovem^ that *8 for you : — here, adApoUinem: — 
Ad Mortem^ that 's for myself : — 
Here, boy, to Pallas: — here, to Mercury: 
So Saturn , Caius , not to Saturnine ; 
Tou were as good to shoot against the wind. -^ 
To it, boy: Marcus, loose, when Ibid. 
Of my word , I have written to effect ; 
There 's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar, Kinsmen, shoot ail your shafts into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot,] 0, well said^ Lucius! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap : §^ve it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon : 
Tour letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done? 
See, seel thou hast shot offone of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This was the sport, my lord: when Publius shot. 
The bull, being gail'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down feH both the ram's horns in the court; 
And who should find them but the empress' villain. 
Shelaugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit. Why, there it goes: God give his lordship joy. 

Enter the Clown, with a Basket and Two Pigeons. 
News! news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come« 
Sirrah, what tidings? haveyou any letters? 
Shall I have justice? what says Jupiter? 

Clo. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he says, that he hath taken 
them down again, for the man most not be hanged till the next 
week, 
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Tit. Bttt ihM sayft Aipf for , I ask Ihee? 

Clo, Alas , Sir ! I kttdw tiisi Joplt^: 1 ttfetei* ArUA l^irti i^ 
in all my life. 

Tii. Why, villaia, art not thou ihtB carrfcrt 

Ch, Ay, of my pigeons, Sir; nothing else. 

Tit* Why, didst thoa not come firom heaven? 

C/o. From heaven? alas, Sir! I never came there. God 
fori>id , I should be so bold to press to heaven in jfaj vomi^ days. 
Why, I am going with my pigeons to the tribanaj)plehs, to take 
up a matter of bravl betwixt my uncle and one, of the emperiai's 
men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for your 
oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the emj[>eror from yon. 

Tit Tell me , tan you ddivet an oration to ti^ imperi^r with 
a grace? 

€lb. Na^, trAly, Sir, Itfc^dueter^fraceiuilliliylife. 

Tit. Sirrah, comehith^. Hake bb^oi^ ado*, 
But give your pf^eons to the em^ei^Vi 
By me thou shalt have justice at Mi b^d^. 
Hold , hold: — ffifeah while , hctte *6 ttibnejr fofr thy chtfrges. 
Give me pen and ftak. — 
Sirrah , can you with a grace deliver a l^up^llcallbd? 

Clo. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then hm Is k ^pplicatldti foV yoii. And Wheb ybn 
come to him, tt the first ipj^oftch ; yoii tnust kbbd ; thbti kil^^ bis 
foot; then deliver up y^ik^])i]^on^, abd ^h^ look for your i^#^i^. 
I '11 be at hand. Sir; see you do U bravel f. 

Clo. iwawantyb^, Sir; fc^nfealotie. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a koife? Come, let me see it. — 
Here, Utarcus, feldfttnth^bration, 
For thou hast mt&e it lik\e kn MfAh\h sut^kdt. — 
And when thou hast giVei^ ft tb flite ieuiperor , 
Knock at my door, and t^tl iA^ Wfakt lie fikfs. 

Cld. G^dbewitfaJrou, ^lir: llirtfl. 

TH. C<mti MA-ctift , m bs ^{f6. ^ t»«iWii^ , IblfdW Aiii 
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SCENE IV. 

TheSkme. Wfore'tlie Palace. 
Enter Saturkinus, Tamora, DbmIbteiiib^ C&irok, LdtSs 

and Others: Satorninu^ v>ith tlie j4rr&ws ih hU Hdhd tUht 

T1TU8 shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs urfettese! Tl^^ eVer isie^^ 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne, 
Troubled, cod fronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of equal justice, us'd in such contempt? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods , 
(However these disturbers of our peace 
iuz in the people's ears) there nought hath pass'd , 
But even with law , against the wilful sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an If 
His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits , , 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks , 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness? 
And now ne writes to heaven for his redress : 
See , her6 's to Jove , and this to Mercury ; 
This to Apollo ; this to the go<^ of war;, 
Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome] 
What 's this but libelling against the senate , 
And blazoning our injustice every where? 
A goodly humour, is It not, myloVdsi 
As who would say , in ^koine no justice werie. 
But if I live, his feigned ecslacies 
Shall be no shelter to theis^ outrages ; 
But he and his shall know , that justice lives 
In Saturninus' health ; whom , if she sleep ) 
He '11 so awake, as she !'n Wy shall 
Cut off the proudest con^lratdr thatllVek. 

Tarn. My gracious lord, lAylnVelySatimifeA, 
Lord of my life, commander lofn&^ih^t^^tt, , 
Calm thee , and bear the fiihlt^ of Tiitis' ia^i^; 
Th' effects of sorrow for his stMittX ^tt^ \ 
Whose loss hath pierc'd faim deep , and stirrll hi»hn»Ati 
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And rather comfort his distressed plight , 

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best, 

For these contempts. [Aside,] Why, thus it shall become 

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all : 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick; 

Thy life-blood out* If Aaron now be wise , 

Then is all safe « the anchor's in the port. — 

Enter Clown, 
How now , good fellow! would'st thou speak with us? 

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial. 

Tarn. Empress I am , but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clo, T is he. — God , and saint Stephen , give you good den . 
I have brought you a letter , and a couple of pigeons here. 

[Saturninds reads the Letter, 

Sat, Go , take him away, and hang him presently. 

Clo, How much money must I have? 

Tarn. Come, sirrah; you must be hang'd. 

Clo, Hang'd ! By'r lady , then I have brought up a neck to a 
fair end. [ExU, guarded. 

Sat, Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villainy? 
I know from whence this same device proceeds. 
May this be borne? — as if his traitorous sons. 
That died by law for murder of our brother , 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully. — 
Go , drag the villain hither by the hair : 
Nor age , nor honour, shall shape privilege. — 
For this proud mock , I '11 be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch , Uiat holp'st to make me great , 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter iEMiuus. 
What news with thee , JSmilius? 

jEmil, Arm, my lords! Rome nev^r had more cause. 
The Goths have gather'd head , and with a power 
Of high-resolved men , bent to the spoil , 
They hither march amain , under conduct 
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Of Locias , son to old Andronicas ; 

Who threats, Id course of this revenge, to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach. 
'T is he the common people love so much : 
Myself hath often heard them say , 
When I have walked like a private man , 
That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully , 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor. 

Tom. Why should you fear? is not our city strong? 

Sat, Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius , 
And will revolt from me to succour him. 

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name. 
Isthesundimm'd, that gnats do fly in it? . 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings , 
He can at pleasure stint their melody : 
Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit; for know, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous , 
Than bait^ to fish , or honey-stalks to sheep , 
When as the one is wounded with the bait. 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tarn, If Tamora entreat him , then he will; 
For I can smooth , and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises , that were his heart 
Almost impregnable , his old ears deaf, 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our embassador: [To JEuilijjb. 

Say that the emperor requests a parley 
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Of warlike Lacins , and appof ift tUe meiitbilf , 
Even at his Cither's hdtise, thie otd Jlnclr'ofilcu^. 

Sat. iEmtlios, do this mes^)^ hoDOUrably : 
And if he stand ifi hostage for his safetf , 
Bid him demand what ple<%e Will pteise him best. 

jEmiL Your bidding shall I do effectually. iBaU JEnatUvs. 

Tom. Now wfll 1 to that old Andronicus » 
And temper him with all the art I have , 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again , 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfolly , tud ^lead to ^tA. [Edeukt. 

ACT V. SCENk I 
Plains near Rome. 

Enter Ldciob , and an Ariky qf^b^ks; tm^A PrtMi andVotoiirs. 

Lue. Approved warriors , ai^d my faithiu) Mends , 
I have received letters from great Rome , 
Which signify what hate they bear tWr emperor, 
And how desirous ofour sight they are. ^ 

Therefore, great lords, be, as your tides witness , 
Imperious, and impatient of your wron^; 
And , wherein Rome hath done you any scath , 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave slip , sprung from the great Andronicus , 
Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds , 
Ingrateful Rome requiteis with fool contempt , 
Be bold in us : we *tt follow ih^re thou lead"^ , 
Like stinging bees in hotteslt suttini'er'^ day , 
Led by their master to the iQower'd delds. 
And be aveng'd on cursed Taitiorla. 

GothM. And, a^heisiiiih,¥6isajrweitItMJIi^m. 

Ztie. I humbly thank hiA , ind ! tb'aiik yoli ail. 
But who comes here , led h) k ^it^ Ifibtii? 
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Enter a Goth, h^4(nff A^KQ^ , tdfkhit Qt^dr^ hgis.jkm* 

2 Goth, RenowDed Lacias , from oar troops I stray'd , 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastei^ ; 
And as I earnestly die! fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building ,' suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall. 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I Iheard 
The crying babe controll'd with this discourse : — 
''Peace, tawny slave; halfme, and half thy dam! 
Bid not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art , 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look , ' 
Villain , thou might'st have been an emperor : 
But where the bull and cow are lioth milk-white , 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace , villain ,' peace ! '* — even thus he rates the babe , — 
** For I must bear thee to a trusty Gotd ; ' 
Who , wh^n he knows thou art the empress' babe , 
Will hold thee dearly for thy motHer^s ^ake." 
Witb this , my weapon drawn I I rush'd upon him , 
Surprised him suddenly, and brought him hither,' 
To use as you think needful of £he man. 

Luc, O worthy Goth ! this is the iocarnate devil , 
That robb*d Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye , 
And here *s the base fruit of his burniag lust. — 
Say, wall-ey'd slave , whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why dost not speak? What ! deaf? not a word? 
A halter, soldiers ! hang him on this tree, 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar, Touch not the boy; he Is of royal blood. 

Luc, Too like the sire for ever being good. — 
first, hang the child , thai he may see it sprawl; , 
A sight to vex t|)e father's soul withaj. 

Aar. Get me a ladder,. -77^ Lncii^ , s^yt the cl^a 
And bear it from me tp t|^e, eippjre^ 
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If thoQ do this , 1 11 Acfw thee wond'rons things , 

That higMx may advantage tbee to hear : 

If thou wilt not, befall what maj befall, 

1 11 speak no more ; but vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc, Say on; and ifit please me which thou speak'st. 
Thy child shall live , and I will see it nourished. 

Jar. An if it please thee? why, assure thee , Lucius, 
T will vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 
For I must talk of murders , rapes , aod massacres , 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds , 
Complots of mischief, treason, villaioies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously performed : 
And this shall all be buried in my death , 
Unless thou swear to me , my child shall live. 

Luc, Tell on thy mind ; I say , thy child shall live. 

Aar, Swear that he shall , and then I will begin. 

Luc. Whom should I swear by? thou believ'st no god : 
That granted , how canst thou believe an oath? 

Aar. What if I do not, as^ indeed, I do not; 
Tet , for I know thou art religious , 
And hast a thing within thee , called conscience , 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies , 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe , 
Therefore I urge thy oath : — for that , I know , 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god , 
And keeps the oath , which by that god he swears , 
To that I *ll urge him. — Therefore , thou shalt vow 
3j that same god , what god soe'er it be , 
That thou ador*st and hast in reverence , 
To save my boy , to nourish , and bring him up , 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will. 

Jar, First, know thou, I begot him on the empress. 

Luc, most insatiate , luxurious woman ! 

Aar, Tut! Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
*! was her two sons that murder'd Bassianus ; 
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They cm thy sister's tongue , andravish'dher, 
And cut her hands , and trimn^'d her as thou saw'st. 

Luc, 0, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trimming? 

Aar. Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and trimm'd; and 
't was • 

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc, 0, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 

Aar, Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them. 
That codding spirit had they from their mother , 
As sure a card as ever won the set: 
That bloody mind , I think they learn'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head. 
Well , let my deeds be witness of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay ; 
I wrote the letter that thy father found , 
And hid the gold , within the letter mentioned , 
Confederate with the queen , and her two sons; 
And what not done , that thou hast cause to rue , 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand , 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart. 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall , 
When for his hand ,. he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears , and laugh'd so heartily , 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the empress of this sport. 
She swooned almost at my pleasing tale , 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth, What! canst thou say all this, and never blush? 

Aar, Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 

Lucn Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compass of my curse) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill ; 
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AskiUaoitn, orel8«deti9ey«dfiatii; 
Rairish a maid , or plot the way U> do U ;. 
Accuse some ioDocsnt , and fi^rswcat mysdf ; 
Set detadly enmity betveea two faends; 
Hake poor men's cattle break their oecks ; 
Set fire on bams and haystacks in tke night, 
And bid the owneis queqcb tiiem witb th^ir. tears. 
Oft baye I digged up dead men from their graves , 
And set them upright al theic dear fidends* doors , 
Eren when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins , as on the bark octrees , 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters , 
** Let not your sorrow die, tkough. I am dead." 
Tut I I have done a thousand dreaitfiil things , 
As willingly as one would 1^ a Qy ; 
And nothing grieves me hea^lUyindeed , 
But that I cannot do, ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring do^o Uie devil , foiLhemusfinatcMn 
So sweet a death a^ hanging,, presenUar. 

Jar. If there be devila, Wiouldlweceadevil, 
To live and burn in everlasting fire « 
So I might have your company in hell', 
But to torment you ^it|^ my i^iUer tongue, t 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no.moca^ 

Enter a Goth^ 
Goth. My lord, therein a miessenger from Rome, 
Desires to be admitted to your pres^ence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 

E^erJ^mt^n. 
Welcome, i&niliii6l what 's the news from.Rome? 

JEmiL LordLupii^« attdyDu|)rincesof<tbe€iroth&, 
The Roman einperor greetsyou aU by me : 
And, fbrheundecstandayouareinaxina« 
He craves a parley at yowLfather's hou^e , 
Willing you to demand y^our hostages , 
And they shall be immediately deliver'di 
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I Goth, What says outgeneral? 

Luc. iEmilius, let the emperor give bis pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus , 
And we will come. — March! away! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Rome. Before Titus's House. 
Writer Tamora, Dkmetrius, «nrf Chiron, disguised. 
Tarn, Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus , 
And say, I am Revenge, sent from below , 
To join with him , anil right his heinous wrongs. — 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge : 
Tell him , Revenge is come to join with him , 
And work confusion on his enemies. [They knock. 

Titus opens his study door. 

Tit, Who doth molest my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick , to make me ope the door , 
That so my sad decrees may fly away , 
And all my study be to no effect? 
You are deceiv'd ; for what I mean to do , 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down , 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No ; not a word. How can I grace my talk , 
Wanting a hand to give it action? 
Thou hast the odds of me ; therefore no more. 

Tmn, If thou didst know me , thou would'st talk with mc. 

Tit, I am not mad; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump , witness these crimson lihes ; 
Witness these trenches made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night; 
Witness all sorrow , that I know thee well 
IV- 465 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



66 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

For our proud empress , mighty Tamora. 
Is not thy comiog for my other hand? 

Tarn. Know, thou sad man, I am not Tamora: 
She ts thy enemy, and I thy friend. 
I am Revenge ; sent from th' infernal idngdom , 
To ease the gnawing vultui^ of thy mind , 
By working wrealifnl yengeance on thy foes. 
Come down , and welcome me to this world's light ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death. 
There 's not a hollow cave , or lurking-place , 
No vast obscurity , or misty vale , 
Where bloody murder , or detested rape , 
Can couch for fear , but I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name. 
Revenge', which makes the foul offender quake. 

TiL Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to me , 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tom. I am ; therefore come down , and welcome me. 

Tit* Do me some service , ere I come to thee. 
Lo! by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stand; 
Now , give some 'surance that thou art Revenge : 
Stab them , or tear them on thy chariot wheels , 
And then I 'U come , and be thy wagoner , 
And whiri along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee two proper palfnes , black as jet , 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away , 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads , 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot like a servile footman all day long, 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
Uotil his very downfall in the sea : 
And day by day 1 11 do this heavy task , 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn, These are my ministers , and come with me. 

Tit. Are they thy ministers? what are they call'd? 
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Tom. Rape, andMarder; therefore called so , 
'Cause they take vengeaoce of such kind of men. 

Tit, Good lord! how like the empress* sons they are ; 
And yon, the empress': but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge ! now do I come to thee ; 

And , if one arm's embracement will content thee , 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. [Eant Titu s. 

Tarn, This closing with him fits his lunacy. 
Whate'er I forge , to feed his brain-sick fits , 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches , 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And being credulous in this mad thought, 
I '11 make him send for Lucius , his son , 
And , whilst lata banquet hold him sure , 
1 '11 find s^me cunning practice out of hand , 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths , 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
8ee ! here he comes , and I must ply my theme. 

^n^cr Titus. 

TV/. Long have I been forlorn , and all for thee. 
Welcome, dread (Ury, to my woeM house. — 
Rapine , and Murder, you are welcome too. — 
How like the empress and her sons you are I 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil? 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags » 
Rut in her company there is a Moor ; 
And would you represent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had such a devil. 
Rut welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 

Tarn. What would'st thou have us do , Andronicus? 

Dem. Show me a murderer, 1 11 deal with him. 

Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape , 
And I am sent to be reveng'd on him. 
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Tarn, Show me a thoasand that have done ^ee wMng , 
kad I will be revenged on them all. 

21t7. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome , 
And when thou find'st a man that 's Uke thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him: he 's a murderer. — 
Go thou^ith him ; and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee , 
^Good Rapine , slab him : he is a ravisher. — 
Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen , attended by a Moor : 
Well may'st thou know her by thine own proportion , 
For up and down she doth resemble thee. 
I pray thee , do on them some violent death , 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lessoo'd us : this shall we do. 
Rut would it please thee , good Andronicus , 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son , 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths , 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house , 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress and her sons, 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes , 
And at thy mercy shall they sloop a5d kneel , 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother! — 't !s sad Htus calls. 

.En/er Marcos. 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou bhalt inquire him out among (he Goths: 
Rid him repair to me , and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; * 

Rid him encamp his soldiers where they are. 
Tell him, the emperor, and the empress too. 
Feast at my house , and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love , and so let him ^ 
As he regards his agod father's life* 
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Mar. This win I do, and soon return again. [£d^ 

Tarn, Now will I hence about thy business , 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit, Nay^ nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me » 
Or else I *\\ call my brother back again , 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tarn. [Aside to them,] What say you , boys? Will you 'bide 
with him , 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor , 
How I have governed our determiu'd jesl? 
Yield to his humour , smooth and speak him fair , 
And tarry with him , till I turd again. 

Tit, [Aside,] I know them all , though tbey suppose me mad; 
And will o'er-reach them in their own devices , 
A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleasure ; leave us here. 

Tain, Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

Tit, I know thou dost; and, sweet Revenge , ftirewell. 

Chi, Tell us, old man, howshallwebeemploy'd? 

Tit, Tut ! I have work enough for you to do. — 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 

^n^er PuBUUs , and Others. 
Pub, What's your will? 
Tit, Know you these two? 
: Pub, The empress' sons , 
I take them; Chiron, Demetrius. 

Tit, Fie, Publius, fie! thou art too much deceiv'd ; 
The one Is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them , gentle Publius ; 
Caius, and Valentine, ky hands on them. ' 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it: therefore, bind them sure; 
And stop their mouths , if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. — Publius , ice, seize Chiroii, and 
Dbmbtrius. 
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Chi. TUkins, l(>ri>ear! we are the empress* gons. 

Pub, And therefore do we what we are cbmmaDded — 
Stop close their mouths ; let them not speak a word! 
Is he sure bound? look , that you bind them fost. 

Re-enter Titus Androi^icds, with Layinia; she bearing^ a 
Bason , and he a Knife, 

Tit, Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are boond. 
Sirs , stop their mouths ; let them not speak to me , 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 
villains ! Chiron and Demetrius , 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with mud ; 
This goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 
You klU'd her husband , and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death. 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest : 
Both her sweet hands , her tongue, and that more dear 
Than hands or tongue , her spotless chastity , 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain 'd and forced. 
What would you say , if I should let you speak? 
Villains , for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats. 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feast with me , 
And calls herself Revenge , and thinks me mad. — 
Hark, villains 1 I will grind your bones to dust, 
And with your blood and it , I '11 make a paste ; 
And of the paste a pofiBn I will rear , 
And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet , your unhallow'd dam , 
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to , 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 
For worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter , 
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And worse thaa Progoe I will be reveog'd. 

And DOW prepare your throats. — Lavinia come , 

[He cuts their Throats, 
Receive the blood : and when that they are dead , 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 
And with this hateful liqnor temper it; 
And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. — 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 
So , now bring them in , for 1 will play the cook , * 
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

[Exeunt , bearing the dead Bodies, 

SCENE HI. 
The Same. A Pavilion , with Tables , &c. 

Enter Lvcivs^ ILkACUS, and Goths; i&tYAAjkROK, Pi*isoner, 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since 'tis my father's mind. 
That 1 repair to Rome , I am content. 

1 Goth, And ours, with thine, befall what fortune veill. 

Luc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous Uger , this accursed devil. 
Let him receive no sustenance ; fetter him , 
Till he be brought unto the empress face , 
For testimony of her foul proceedings. 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
I fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar, Some devil whisper curses in mine ear , 
And prompt me , that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc.. Away , inhuman dog ! unhalloVd slave ! — 
Sirs , help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[Eofeunt Goths with Aaron. Trumpets sound. 
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. 
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Enter AxrvRVVifJu and Tauokx, withTHbun$s, Senators , ana 
Others. 

Sat. What! hath the firmameot more sans than one T 

Ltic. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun? 

Mar, Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
These quarrels most be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain*d to an honourable end , 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places. 

Sat4 Marcus, wewilL 

[Haulifoys sound. The Company sit down at Table, 

Enter Titus, dressed like a Cook, Latikia, veiled, young 
Lucios, and Others, Titus places the Dishes on the 
Table, 

Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread queen; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius; 
And welcome, all. Although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your stomachs: please you eat of it. 
Sat, Why art thou thus attir'd , AndronicusT 

Tit, Because I would be sure to have all well , 
To entertain your highness , and your empress. 

Tarn, We are beholding to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit, An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor , resolve me this : 
Was it well done of rash Virginius , 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand , 
Because she was enforc'd , stain'd, anddeflour'd? 

Sat, It was, Andronicus. 

Tit, Your reason, mighty lord! 

Sat, Because the girl should not survive her shame. 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit, A reason mighty, strong, and effectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively Warrant, 
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Forme, most wretched , to perform the like. *-* 
Die, die, Lavioia, and thy shame with thee ; " 

iHe kills Latinia. 
And with thy shame thy father's sorrow die ! 

Sat, What hast thou done? qnnatural and unkind ! 
lit, BUU'dher, for whom my tears have made me blind. 
I am as woful as Yirgioius was. 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sat, What! was she ravish'd? tell who did the deed. 
TiU Will *t please you eat? will *t please your highness feed? 
Tom, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter thos? 
Tit, Not I; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 
They ravish'd her , and cut away her tongue. 
And they, *t was they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat, Go , fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit, Why , there they are both , baked in that pie ; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed , 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
'T is true, 'tis true; witness my knife's sharp point. 

[KilHng Tamora« 
Sat, Die, frantic wretch , for this accursed deed* 

I Killing Titos. 
Luc. Cad the son's eye behold his father bleed? 
There 's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Killing Sat d R39 in u s . /^ great Tumult. The People 
in confusion disperse, Marcus, Lucius, and 
their Partisans, ascend the Steps before Titus's 
House, 
Mar, You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of Rome, 
By uproar sever'd , like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gufits , 
* O ! let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatterM corn into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Roman Lord, Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to , > 
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Like 1 forlora tod de^rate cast-away , 

Bo shameful execntioo oo herself. 

Bat if my frosty signs and chaps of age , 

Grave witnesses of true experience , 

Cannot induce you to attend my words , — 

Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erst our ancestor , 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse , 

To love-sick Bido's sad attending ear > 

The story of that baleftd burning night , 

When subtle GreeiLS surprised king Priam's Troy. 

Tell us , what Sinon hath bewitch*d our ears , 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in , 

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wonnd. — 

My heart is not compact of flint , nor steel , 

Mor can I utter all bur bitter grief; 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory , 

And break my very utterance , even i' the time 

When it should move you to attend me most , 

Lending your kind commiseration. 

Here is a captain , let him tell the tale ; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc, Then, noble auditory, be it known to you , 
That cursed Chiron and Bemetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 
And they it was that ravished our sister. 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded , 
Our father's tears despis'd, and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand , that fought Rome's quarrel out , 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly , myself unkindly banished , 
The gates shut on me , and tum'd weeping out , 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears , 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend: 
And 1 am the tnrn'd-fbrth , be It known to you , 
That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ; 
And from her bosom took the enemy's point. 



474 

d by Google 



TITUS AKDRONICUS. 75 

Sheatliing the steel in my ady^nturous body. 

AJas! you know V lam DOY&uDter, I; 

Bfy scars can ^toess, dumb although they are, 

That my report is just , and fUU of truth. 

But, soft! methinks, 1 do digress too much , 

Citing my worthless praise. O! pardon me; 

For when no friends are by men praise themselves. 

Mar. Now is my turn to speak. Behold this child ; 
Of this was Tamora deHyered ; ' 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes. 
The yillain is aliye in Titus' house , 
And, as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to reyenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 
Or more than any living man c5uld bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Romans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein , 
' And from the place where you behold us now , 
The poor remainder of Andronlci 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down , 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak I and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo ! hand in hand , Lucius and I will fall. 

jEmU. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring oiu: emperor gently in thy hand , 
Lucius our emperor; for, well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Mar. Lucius, all hail! Rome's royal emperor. — 

Lucius, ^c. descend. 
Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house, [To an Attendant 

And bithef^ale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death , 
As punishment for his most wicked life« — 
Lucius, ail hail! Rome's gracious governor. 
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Lu6. Thanks*, gentle Romans: may I govern so, 
To heal Rome's harms , and wipe away her woe ! 
Rut, genUe people, give me aim awhile , -^ 
For nature puts me to a heavy task. -^ 
Stand all aloof; — hut , uncle , draw you near , 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk. — 
O ! take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips , iRisses TiTts. 

These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'd face , 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
O ! were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite , yet would I pay them. 

Lue. Come hither, boy: come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers. Thy grandsire lov'd thee well ; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on hi^knee , 
Sung thee asleep , his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee , 
Meet and agreeing with thine infancy: 
In that respect, then, like a loving child. 
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring, 
Recause kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe. 
Rid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindness , and take leave of him. 

Boy» grandsire, grandsire! even with all my heart 
Wouldlwerft^iead, so you did live agaip. — 
O lord ] I cannot speak to him for weeping ; \ 

My tears will choke me , if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaron. 
1 Rom, You sad Andronicii have done with woes. 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch , 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc, Set him breast^deep in earth , and famish him ; 
There let him stand, an4>rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves , or pities him , 
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For the offence be dies. This is Oar doom ; 
Some stay to see him fastened in the earth. 

Aar, 01 why shoald wrath be mute, andforydmnb? 
I am no baby, I, that with b,ase prayers 
I should repent the evils I have done. 
Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did 
Would I perform , if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did , 
I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hei^e , 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
My father, and Lavinia,« shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger , Timora , 
No (janeral rite , nor man in mournful weeds ^ 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts , and birds of prey. 
Her life was beast-like , and devoid of pity ; 
And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 
See justice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor', 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning: 
Then, afterwards, to order w^U the state. 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. 



\ExvwiU 
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